Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 




Iv, 



{*! 



5 



14k*. 



•*7<^<f 



^uSl 



ox 



fq 



±!**Allf 



*B 



X? *7Q.? 






CONFINED TO THE LIBRARY. 



T 

• 



THE SOWDONE OF BABYLOYNE, 



METRICAL ROMANCE -The 

Q Romaunce of the Sow done of Baby lone, and 
3-of Ferombrace, his Sone, who conquerede 
"• Rome, edited with notes, glossary, etc., for 
J the Roxburgh Club. 4to, orig. roxb. 
binding. 1854. 12s. 6d. ViLw ^sj 257 



C&e ffiomaunce 



of 



%\)t ^otoboitc of Xa&plognc 



anfo of 



jferumbras fttfi g>one 



totyo conqueretie 



%omr< 



LONDON: 

PRINTED BY WILLIAM NICOL, SHAKSPEARE PRESS, 

MDCCCMY. 



f**e°?* 



o* 



fO 



U» 



***« 



TO 



THE MEMBERS 



OF 



%\)t ftotf urgiie €lu% 



THIS METRICAL ROMANCE 



or 



THE SOWDONE OF BABYLOYNE 



j^ June, 1854. 



AND OP 



FERUMBRAS HIS SONE, 



NOW FIRST MINTSD, 



18 DEDICATED AND PRESENTED 



BT THEIR OBEDIENT SERVANT, 

♦ 



BUCCLEUCH ahd QUBBNSBBEET, 



PRESIDENT. 



C^e l&oj*m#&e Club. 

MDCCCLIV. 

THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH AND 

QUEENSBERRY, K. G., 

President. 

THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE, K. G. 

THE DUKE OF HAMILTON AND BRANDON. 

THE DUKE OF SUTHERLAND, K. G. 

HIS EXCELLENCY MONSIEUR VAN DE WEYER. 

EARL OF CARNARVON. 

EARL OF POWIS, V. P. 

EARL CAWDOR. 

EARL OF ELLESMERE. 

LORD VERNON. 

RIGHT HON. SIR JAMES PARKE. 

RIGHT HON. SIR DAVID DUNDAS. 

RIGHT HON. LORD RUTHERFURD. 

HON. ROBERT CURZON. JUN. 

HON. HUGH CHOLMONDELEY. 

HON. AND VERY REV. THE DEAN OF WINDSOR 

SIR STEPHEN RICHARD GLYNNE, BART. 

SIR ROBERT HARRY INGLIS, BART. 

REV. BULKELEY BANDINEL, D. D. 

NATHANIEL BLAND, ESQ. 

REV. PHILIP BLISS, D. C. L. 

BERIAH BOTFIELD, ESQ., Treasurer. 

REV. WILLIAM EDWARD BUCKLEY, M. A. 

PAUL BUTLER, ESQ. 

FRANCIS HENRY DICKINSON, ESQ. 

HENRY HALLAM, ESQ. 

REV. EDWARD CRAVEN HAWTREY, D. D. 

ROBERT STAYNER' HOLFORD, ESQ. 

ALEX. JAMES BERESFORD HOPE, ESQ. 

REV. JOHN STUART HIPPISLEY HORNER, M.A. 

EDWARD HULSE ESQ., M. A. 

JOHN ARTHUR LLOYD, ESQ. 

MELVILLE PORTAL, ESQ. 

EVELYN PHILIP SHIRLEY, ESQ. 

WILLIAM STIRLING, ESQ. 

GEORGE TOMLINE, ESQ. 

CHARLES TOWNELEY, ESQ. 



THE SOWDONE OF BABYLOYNE. 



The following Metrical Romance is copied from 
a manuscript in the noble collection of Sir Thomas 
Phillips, at Middle Hill, Worcestershire ; and is the 
only ancient one known. It is now for the first time 
printed, and has had the advantage of being collated 
with the Original, during its progress through the 
press, by the critical eye of its Possessor, who most 
kindly undertook the task. 

Some extracts with a precis of the story, have been 
printed in the Specimens of Early English Metrical 
Romances, published in 1811, by George Ellis Esq., 
an elegant scholar and an accomplished gentleman, 
to whom all are obliged for the graceful employment 
of his leisure in animating and improving the taste 
for early English Poetry, so lately diffused by his 
able precursors Percy and Warton. 
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Mr. Ellis says, vol. ii. — "The following romance, 
I believe, was never printed. A MS. copy of it existed 
in the library of the late Dr. Farmer, and a transcript 
from this copy, made by the late Mr. Steevens, was 
presented by him to my friend Mr. Douce, who 
kindly permitted me to re- transcribe it. It is pro- 
fessedly translated from the French, and contains 
3386 lines.* The original may possibly be the 
' Fierabras,' of which there is a copy in Bibl. Reg. 
15 E. Vl.-f Skelton, in his poem of 'Ware the 
Hawke,' mentions it J by the name of c Syr Pherum- 
bras/ and Barber, (Barbour) in his poem of 'The 

* There is some error here, as the MS. now printed contains 
hut 3274 lines. 

f The late Mr. Holmes, of the British Museum, who had had 
occasion, not long since, to search the volume Bibl. Reg. 15 E. 
VI., found no such Romance in it. 

X The Romance is not mentioned, but Pherumbras is personally 
introduced by the poet among a most extraordinary jumble of 
real and fictitious persons. 

" Of no tyrande I rede 
That so farre dyd excede 
Neither yet Dioclesian 
Nor yet Domisian 
Nor yet croked Cacus 
Nor yet dronken Baccus 
Nother Olibrius nor Dionisros 
Nother Phalary 
Reheraed in valery 
Nor Sardanapall 
Unhappiest of all 



Ill 

Bruce,' B. III. v. 437, meijtions € The Romanys of 
worthi Ferambrase,' the adventures of which are 
related by Bruce to his followers." 

Mr. Ellis having given extracts from two other 
Romances relating to Charlemagne, proceeds to say, 
— " It may probably occur to the reader that this 
story ought to have preceded those of ( Ferragus ' 
and ' Otuel,' because it is absurd, after having ac- 
companied Roland and his companions to the end of 
their pilgrimage in this world, and even to their 
peaceable establishment in the next, that we should 

Nor Nero the worst 
Nor Clawdius the curst 
Nor yet Egeas 
Nor yet syr Pherumbras 
Nother Zorobabell 
Nor cruell Jesabell 
Nor yet Tarquinius 
Whome Titius Liuius 
In writinge doth enroll 
I have red them poll by poll 
The storye of Aristobel 
And of Constantinobel 
Whiche citye Miscreantes wan 
And slue many a christen man 
Yet the Sowden nor the Turke 
Wrought neuer such a worke 
For to let their hawkes flye 
In the church of Saint Sophy 
With much matter more 
That I kepe in store." 



again bring them forward, and engage them in a new 
and independent scene of action. But an absurdity 
more or less, where romances are concerned, was 
thought of little consequence, and as the most 
rational mode of arranging fabulous compositions is 
to place them according to the order in which they 
were written, those fictions which were contrived on 
the basis of ' Turpin's Chronicle ' seemed to have 
a fair claim to priority. 

" Indeed, whatever may be the date of the French 
' Fierabras,* I think it would not be difficult to 
prove, from internal evidence, that the present trans- 
lation cannot be earlier than the end of the fourteenth 
or beginning of the fifteenth century ; whereas the 
romances of Ferragus, and the first part of Otuel, 
being contained in the Auchinleck MS., cannot be 
much later than 1330, about which time that MS. 
was completed." 



In the Grenville Library in the Brit Mus., No. 
10,531, is a printed folio volume with this colophon. 

" Explicit Fierabras, par Symon du Jardin k 
geneve." 

From a cursory inspection of the volume the fol- 
lowing notes were taken. 



At the first sight of the Contents the Reader ex- 
pects to find a serious historical work, as Book I. 
is announced with these words, " Des Roys de 
France payens jusqu* au roy cloys." (Clovis). — 
But he is soon undeceived by finding that, " La 
premiere partie du second livre contient 16 chapi- 
tres, et parle de la bataille fee entre oliuier e fiera- 
bras ung merveilleux geant" — and that the " Sow- 
done of Babyloyne" is as veracious a history, for the 
fight between Olyvere and Ferumbras is all minutely 
told with Olyvere's prayer, and in poetic phrase.* 

The author says of the second Book, that it is 
taken from a " rommant fait a lancienne facon sans 
grant ordonnance dont iay este insite a le reduire 
en prose pr chapitres ordonnez;" and that it is 
turned from " la rime anciene en prose." The relics 
that were taken at Rome, are mentioned and at the 
conclusion it is said, Fierabras 

" fu apres saint en paradis." 

The information is also given that Fierabras' 
father was king of Alexandria, the country of Baby- 
lon to the Red Sea, Seigneur of Roussie and of 
Coulloigne, and of Jerusalem, — and Charlemagne's 
Peers are enumerated and made sixteen, as follow : 

* e. g, " Comme ung lyon qui est aflame* vint Oliuier." 
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Rollant — Olivier — Regnier — Richard de Norraandie 
— Garin de Lorraine — Geoffroy de le Bourdelois — 
Hoel — Ogier le Danois — Lambert de Bruxelles — 
Naymes de Bavier — Thierry due de Dardanne, — 
Basyn de Benevent — Guy de Bourgogne — Gaude- 
boys de Prise — Ganellon — Sanson due de Bourgong. 
But at p. 61 et seq. of the present Romance will 
be found a remonstrance of some of the Dosyperes 
to Charlemagne, whose names do not appear in this 
roll. A reference to line 170 will show that the 
epithet dowse is applied to France; it may, there- 
fore, have been given to the twelve peers, much 
in the sense of gentle in the English word gentle- 
man, homo gentilis. 



No one can doubt the great influence that these 
Romances, when sung by the Minstrels must have 
had upon the minds of the warriors of the early 
ages — Hume mentions the advance of the Normans 
at the Battle of Hastings singing the song of 
Roland ; and M. B. de Roquefort-Flamericourt, in 
his " £tat de la Poesie Franchise dans les xii° et xiii* 
Silcles," informs us, that no war-song was so cele- 
brated once as that of Roland, though now unfortu- 
nately lost. Taillefer, the Minstrel, when chanting 
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the songs of Charlemagne, of Roland and Oliver, 
at the head of the Norman army, * proclaimed the 
commencement of the Battle on the 1 4th October, 
1066. 

The Normans marched towards the enemy singing 
those songs in full chorus. After the battle, the 
soldiers repeated them, and solemnized in new 
songs, their love for the chief who had led them 
to victory. When William divided the fruits of his 
conquest, the minstrel Berdic, attached to the court 
and the army, was rewarded by a grant of three 
parishes in Gloucestershire. 

That Milton was fond of the old Romances has 
often been observed, but their influence on his imagi- 
nation is more particularly noticed by Joseph Warton 
in a note on "Paradise Regained, B. 2, 1. 359." 
" Whenever Milton takes any image from his favourite 
romances, he immediately rises, as here, into the 
most exquisite poetry ; and seems to finish his lines 
with peculiar pleasure and art.'* 

* " Taillefer Id molt bien cantoit, 
" Sus on ceval ki tost aloit, 
" Devant ax s'en aloit cantant, 
" De Carlemaine et de Rolant, 
" Et <T Olivier et de vaasaua, 
" Ki morurent a Rainschevaus." 

Wace, Roman du Rou. 
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Tyrwhitt*s "Glossary to Chaucer** is the foundation 
of the one in this volume; but it is also indebted 
to Sir Frederick Madden's "Havelok the Dane** 
and "William and the Werwolf** and the Rev. 
Joseph Stevenson's "Alexander," three interesting 
poetical MSS. which, to the great benefit of English 
Literature, have been rescued from comparative 
oblivion, by the Roxburghe Club and the Earl Caw- 
dor. 



Sir Thomas Phillips purchased the Manuscript at 
Mr Heber's Sale, (Part XL MSS. Lot 1 533). He has 
obligingly transcribed the following names of former 
possessors as they occur on the first fly leaf, and 
some observations made by them. 

The first autograph name is " R. Farmer,'* under 
which is "Geo. Steevens," and under him is "O. 
Grah m Gilchrist." Below is written in Dr. Farmer's 
hand, " See the Name of this Metrical Romance at 
the end of the MS.** Next, is G. Steevens* note, 
"Bought at Dr. Farmer's Sale, Friday June 15, 1798 
for 1 : 10 . G. S." Then follows the Title of the 
Romance, copied either by Steevens or Gilchrist, 
from the end of the Book. After which is — " Bought 
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at the Sale of Geo. Steevens, Esq r . May 20th 1800, 
for 3.4. 6. O.G" 

The oldest possessor's name is on the reverse of 
the last leaf of the Manuscript, where is written 
" This is John Eteyes (or Eleye's) boke, witnes by 
John Staff," in a hand circa temp. Eliz. or Jac. I. 



Observations written on two slips of paper 
pasted on the cover facing the first leaf of the 
manuscript. 



"It is probable this poem was well known and 
approved in Scotland. Sir David Lyndesay, in his 
' Historie of ane Nobil and wailyeaund squyer, 
William Meldrum, &c/ says 

4 Rolland with Brandwell his bricht brand 
Faucht never better hand for hand 
Nor Gawin against Golibras 
Nor Olyver with Pharambras ' &c. 

O. Gilchrist.' 
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In the metrical History of Robert Bruce, written 

by John Barbour, Archdeacon of Aberdeen, in 1375, 

the king is described as reading to his companions — 

c 



c Romanys off worthi Ferambras, 
That worthily ourcummyn was, 
Throw the rycht duchty Olywer, 
And how the Duse perys wer 
Assegyt in till Egrymor, 
Quhat king Lawyne lay thaim befor * &c. 
which, it is highly probable, was this identical 
romance of The Sowdon of Babyloyne. 

Mr. Ritson." 






On two loose slips are the following Notes. The 
first apparently in Ritson' s hand, being a Note on 
line 52. 



MS. 2. 

The Wolfe the Bere and the Bawson {„ JJ?™JL r 

l a young bear. 

So Ben Jonson 

" This fine 
Smooth Bawson's Cub." 

Sad Shepherd. 
MS. 2, ad fin. 

" With sorowe and care we be bygone " 
This is something similar to Shakespeare 

" Even such a one 
So pale so spiritless and woe-begone " 



XI 

MS. " Thus thai hurteled to gedere." p. 20. 
" The noise of battle hurtled in the air." 

Shakespears Julius Casar, 
and Gray's Fatal Sisters. 

The second Note seems to be in Gilchrist's hand. 
" The Sowdon, p. 70, &c. 

a traytor 
That his name was called Genelyne " 
So in Chaucer's Canterbury Tales 

" Genelon Ohver corrupt formede " 

Monkes Tale 14699. 
" O newe Scariot, newe Genelon " 

Nonnes Preestes 1 5233. 
u Take on me vengeaunce 
As foul as ever had Genelon of Fraunce " 

Shipmannes T. 13124. 
See also the Booke of the Duehesse, commonly 
called The Dreme of Chaucer. 
" Or the false Ganelion 
" He that purchesed the traison 
" Of Rouland and of Olivere." 

Du 1121. 
Genelon one of Charlemagne's Officers who by 
his treachery was the cause of the defeat at Ronce- 
vaux, the death of Roland &c. for which he was 



T 



xu 

torn to death by horses. This at least is the account 
of the Author who calls himself Archbishop Turpin 
and of the Romancers who followed him, upon 
whose credit the name of Genelon or Ganelon was 
for several centuries a synonimous expression for 
the worst of traitors. 
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God in glorye of myghteste moost 
That al thinge made in sapience 
By vertue of woorde and holy goost 
Gyvinge to man grete excellence 
And alle yat is in erthe wroght 
Subiecte to man and mane to the 
That he shulde withe herte and thought 
To love and serve and noone but the 
For 3yfe mane kepte thy commaundemente 
In al thinge and loved the welle 
And hadde synnede in his entente 
Than shulde he fully thy grace fele 
But for the offences to God i doone 
Many vengeaunces have be falle 
Whereof I wole youe telle of oone 
It were to moche to telle of alle 

B 
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While yat Rome was in excellence 

Of alle Realmes in dignite 

And howe it felle for his offence 

Listinythe a while and ye shal see 20 

Howe it was wonene and brente 

Of a Sowdone that hethene was 

And for synne howe it was shente 

As Kinge Lowes witnessith yat cas 

As it is wryten in Romaunce 

And founden in bokes of Antiquyte 

At Seinte Denyse Abbey in Fraunce 

There as Cronycles remembrede be 

Howe Lavan the kinge of hie degre 

And syre and Sowdone of hie Babilone 30 

Conquerede grete parte of Cristiante 

That was born in Askalone 

And in the Cite of Agremare 

Uppone the Rivere of Flagote 

At yat tyme he soiorned there 

Fulle roially wel I wote 

With kinges xn and Admyralles xiiii 

With many a Barone and Kni3tis fill boold 

That roialle were and semly to sene 

Here worthynesse al may not be told 40 

Hit bifelle by twyxte March and Maye 

Whan kynde corage begynneth to pryke 

Whane ffrithe and felde wexen gaye 

And every wight desirith his like 



Whane lovers slepene withe opyne yje 

As Nightyngalis on grene tre 

And sore desire that thai cowde flye 

That thay myghte withe here lovere be 

This worthy Sowdone in this sesone 

Shope him to grene woode to goone 50 

To chase the Bore or the Venesone 

The Wolfe the Bere and the Bawson 

He roode tho uppone a fforeste stronde 

With grete rowte and roialte 

The fairest that was in alle that londe 

With Alauntes Lymmeris and Racches free 

His huntes to chace he commaunde 

Here Bugles boldely for to blowe 

To fere the beestis in that launde 

The Sowdone woxe wery I nowe 60 

He rested him undere an holme tre 

Sittynge uppone a grene sete 

Seynge a Dromonde com sailyng in ye see 

Anone he charged to bekyne him with honde 

To here of him tidinges newe 

The maistre sende a man to londe 

Of divers langages was gode and trewe 

And saide Lorde this Dromonde 

ffiro Babyloyne comene is 

That was worthe thousande poundis 70 

As it mete with shrewes I wis 



Charged with perle and precious stones 

And riche pelure and spicerye 

With oyle and bras qweynte for the nones 

To presente you my lorde worthy 

A drift of wedir us droffe to Rome 

The Romaynes robbed us anone 

Of us thai slowgh ful many one 

With sorwe and care we be bygone 

Whereof lorde remedye 80 

Ye ordeyne by youre Barons boolde 

To wreke the of this vilane 

Or certes oure blis is coolde 

The Soudon hirynge this tythinge 

With egre chere he made a vowe 

To Mahounde and to Appolyne 

That thai shulde by it dere I nowe 

Er that he wente fro theyme 

Where be ye my kinges boolde 

My Barons and my Admyral 90 

Thes tidinges make myn herte coolde 

But I be venged dyen I shalle 

Sire fferumbras my sone so dere 

Ye muste me comforte in this case 

My ioye is alle in the nowe here 

And in my Doghter Dame fflorypas 

Sortybraunce my Counselere 

Lete clepe him forthe to counsaile me 

And Oliborne my Chauncelere 

And noble Clerke of hie degre 100 



And Espiarde my messangere 

To goon to Assye and to Aufrike 

To kinges princes ferre and nere 

Barons Admyralls and Dukes frike 

Comaundinge hem uppone her legeaunce 

To come in al hast unto me 

Well armed with shelde and launse 

To Egremoure yone riche Cite 

In shorte tyme this message was wroghte 

An hundred thouusande on a rowte no 

That robbery was righte dere boght 

Was never none derrer withouten dou3te 

The kinge of Baldas sir Lukafere 

Of Aufryke lorde and governoure 

Spake to the Sowdone that men myghte here 

And saide sir for thyn honoure 

Do sende for shippes both fere and nere 

Carrikes Galeis and shippes shene 

vn hundred were gadered al in fere 

And a Dromonde for the Sowdene kene 120 

Sir fferumbras of Alisaundre 

In the Dromonde with him was 

Of Assy the kinge of Chaundere 

And his faire doghter ffloripas 

Two maistres were in the Dromounde 

Two goddes on hye setene thore 

In the maister toppe withe macis rounde 

To manace with the Cristene lore 



The sailes were of rede Sendelle 

Embrowdred withe riche araye 130 

With beestes and breddes every dele 

That was right curious and gaye 

The Armes displaied of Lavan 

Of Asure and foure lions of goolde 

Of Babiloyne the riche Sowdone 

Moost myghty man he was of moolde 

He made a vowe to Termagaunte 

Whan Rome were distroied and hade myschaunce 

He woolde turne ayen erraunte 

And distroye Charles the kinge of ffraunce 140 

fforthe thai sailed on the flode 

Tille thai come to the haven of Rome 

The wynde hem served it was fill goode 

Ther londed many a grymlye gome 

Thai brente and slowen that Cristen were 

Towne Abbey and holy chirche 

The hethen hade such power there 

That moche woo gan thai there wirche 

Tidinggis came to Rome anone 

Unto the Pope that y* tyme was 150 

That the hethen came to bren and slone 

This was to hem a sory cas 

He lete cal his counsaile to geder 

To wete what was beste to done 

Anone as thai were come theder 

He asked of hem al fid sone 



Lordinges it is unknowe to you 

That this cursed hathen Sowdone 

Brennyth and stroyeth oure pepul nowe 

Alive he leveth unneth not one 160 

Seint Petir be oure governoure 

And save this worthi Cite of Rome 

And Seinte Poule be oure gydoure 

ffrom this cursed hethene houne 

Ifre3 he bispake him thane 

Of Rome he was a Senatoure 

And saide sendithe some worthy man 

To Charles kinge of hye honoure 

He wolde you helpe with al his myghte 

That noble kinge of Dowse Fraunce 170 

Certes quod Savaris that weren no righte 

It were right a foule myschaunce 

To sende to that worthy kinge 

We have oure hedes yet al hole 

Oure sheldes be not broke no thinge 

Hawberke spere ner poleyne ner pole 

Where of shul we playne to him 

That no thinge yet have assaide 

Meche vylanye we myght wynne 

That for noght were so sone afrayed 180 

Ten thousande men delyuere me tyte 

Tomorue next into the feelde 

And I shalle prove with al my myghte 

To breke there bothe spere and shelde 
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Unto the Senatours it semed welle 

His counsaile goode and honurable 

This worthi Duke was armed in stele 

In armes goode and profitable 

He bare a Chek of goulis clere 

An Egle of goolde abrode displayed 190 

With him many a boolde Bachelere 

Tho spake Savaryz withe wordes on hye 

And saide my felowes alle 

This daie prove youe mene worthy 

And faire you al shal befalle 

Thenke yat Criste is more myghty 

Than here fals goddis alle 

And he shal geve us the victorie 

And foule shal hem this day bifalle 

fforthe than rode that faire Ooste 200 

With right goode chere and randone 

Tille than come ful ny3e the oooste 1 

Of the Sowdons Pavylone 

Ferumbras was of hem ware 

And sprange out as a sparkil of glede 

Of Armes bright a sheelde he bare 

A Doughty manne he was of dede 

xv thousande came oute there 

With him at that same tyde 

Ayen the Romaynes for to were 210 

Withe bobaunce booste and grete pride 



The stoure was stronge endurynge longe 
The Romaynes hade there the feelde 
The Sarysyns thai sloughe amonge 
Ten thousand and mo with spere and sheelde 
Savariz was wise and ware 
And drowe towarde that Citee 
His baner displaied withe him he bare 
To releve with his meyne 

The Pope with his Senatours 220 

Thanked god that tyme of glorie 
That gafe hem that day grete honours 
Of hethen that dai to have the victorie 
Lukafere kinge of Baldas 
The countrey hade serchid and sought 
Ten thousande maidyns fayre of face 
Unto the Sowdan hath he broghte 
The Sowdone commaunded hem anone 
That thai shulde al be slayne 
Martires thai were everychone 230 

And therof were thai al ful fayne 
He saide my peple nowe ne shalle 
With hem noughte defouled be 
But I wole distroi one all 
The sede over alle Cristiante 
Tho spake Lukefere the kinge 
That hethene hounde Baldas 
And saide Sir Sowdane graunte me one thinge 
Thi doghter Dame ffloripas 

c 
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The kinge of Fraunce I shal the bringe 240 

And the xn dosipers alle in fere 

The Sowdan saide in that tokenynge 

I graunte the here that is so dere 

Tho sayde ffloripe sire noone haste 

He hath note done as he hath saide 

I trowe he speketh these wordes in waste 

He wole make bute an easy brayde 

Whan he bryngith home Charles the kinge 

And the xn dosipers alle 

I graunte to be his derlynge 250 

What so evere therof by falle 

Than on the morowe the Sowdane 

Called to him Lukafere of Baldas 

To assaile the Cite anone 

And loke thou tary not in thise cas 

Thritty thousande of my mone 

Of Gallopes Ethiopes and Anfricanes 

Take hem to the walles withe the 

Betithe downe wallis towris and stones 

Lukafere blewe his clarione 260 

To assemble the Sarasyns that tide 

Where of thai knewe right welle the soune 

Thai made hem redy for to ride 

But whan thai come to the yate 

The Dikes were so develye depe 

Thai helde hem selfe Cheke mate 

Over cowde thai nothir goo nor crepe 
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Lukafere in al the haste 

Turned to the Sowdan agayne 

And saide sir it is alle in waste 270 

We laboure nowe alle in vayne 

To depe and brode the Dikes bene 

The Towres so stronge be withe alle 

That by Mahounde I can note seen 

How that we shulde wyne ther to the walle 

Who was woode but the Sowdone 

He reneyed his goddis alle 

He clepede his Engynour Sir Mavone 

To counsaile he did him faste calle 

He tolde him the case of that myschefe 280 

How it stode at that ilke tyde 

Mavon gafe him counsel in breefe 

To fille the Dikes that were depe * 

Every man to woode shal goone 

Fagotis to hewe and faste bynde 

And fille the Dikes faste anoone 

With alle that we may ther fynde 

Gramercy Mavone quod Lavan thane 

Mahoundis benysone thoue shalt have 

Of alle myn Ooste the wiseste man 290 

With counsaile men for to save 

Alle this was done the seconde daye 

Men myght go even to the walle 

On every party the Ooste laye 

Thai made assaite then generalle 

* Sic. 



12 



The Romaynes ronnene to the toures 

Thai were in ful grete dowte 

Thai hade many sharpe shoures 

Thai were assailed sore abowte 

Wifis and maidyns stones thai bare 300 

To the walles than fill faste 

Thai were in grete drede and care 

The men over the wallis did caste 

Thai slowen many a Sarasyne 

X Ml pepul of heme and moo 

The daie passed to the fyne 

The hethen withdrowe hem tho 

Whan these tidinges come to Lavan 

His goddes he gan chide 

He waxe both blake pale and wan 310 

He was ny3e woode that same tyde 

Tho Lukafer comfortede him welle 

And saide sir be not dismayed 

For I have aspied everydele ' 

Howe thai shalle alle be betrayede 

Savariz wole to morowe withe us fighte 

His baner knowe I fill welle 

I shal have an othere I youe plighte 

lake to his every dele 

Whan he is moste besy in bataile 320 

Than wole I with banere displaiede 

Ride in to Rome without faile 

Thus shal thai al be betrayede 
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The Sowdane was glad of this tidinge 

Hopinge it shulde be so 

And even as it was in purposynge 

Bight so was it aftir I do 

Wenynge it hade be Savarye 

Relevinge fro the hethen stoure 

Wenynge doth ofte harme withoute lye 330 

He entred to the maistre Toure 

The firste warde thus thay wonne 

By this fals contrevede engyne 

Thus was moche sorowe bygone 

Thai sloughe alle that were ther Inne 

WJiane Savariz saughe this discumfiture 

Of the Romaynes in that tyme 

And howe harde thane was here aventure 

Of sorowe that myghte he ryme 

Of x thousande mene lefte no moo 340 

But sexty mene and twelfe 

And whan he sawe this myschief tho 

He turned homewarde agayn him selve 

By thane he founde the gate shite 

With Sarisyns that hade it wone 

And Estragot with him he mette 

With bores hede blake and donne 

For as a bore an hede hadde 

And a grete mace stronge as stele 

He smote Savaryz as he were madde 350 

That dede to grounde he felle 
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This Astrogot of Ethiop 

He was a kinge of grete strengthe 

Ther was none suche in Europe 

So stronge and so longe in lengthe 

I trowe he were a develes sone 

Of Belsabubbis lyne 

For ever he was thereto I wone 

To do Cristene men grete pyne 

Whan tidinggis come to the Pope 360 

That Duke Savaryz was dede slayne 

Thane to woo turned alle his hope 

He dide calle thane to counsaile 

Alle the Senatouris of Rome 

What thinge that myght hem most availe 

And what were beste to done 

Tho by spake a worthy man of counsaile 

An Erille of the Senatouris 

The best counsaile that I can 

Sending unto Charles the kinge 370 

Certifiynge him by your myssangeris 

The myschief that ye are Inne 

That he come with his Dosyperys 

To reskue Cristiante fro this hethen 

All thai assentede anone therto 

The lettres were made in haste 

Thre messageres we ordeyne therto 

That went forthe at the laste 
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At a posterne thai wente oute 

Pryvely aboute mydnyghte 380 

And passed through alle the route 

Of hem was war no wighte 

But let we nowe the messangeris goone 
And speke we of La vane 
Howe he dide saile the Cite anoone 
And commaundid that every man 
Shulde withe Pikeys or withe bille 
The Wallis over throwe 
That he myght the Romaynes kille 
Playnly on a rowe 390 

By water he ordeynede the shippes goone 
The bootis bownden to the maste 
That thai myght fight with hem anoone 
Honde of honde that was here caste 
To the Toure a bastile stode 
An Engyne was I throwe 
That was to the Cite fill goode 
And brake downe towres both hie and lowe 
Tho sorowede alle the Citesyns 
And were fill hevy thane 400 

Tho wox prowde the Sarasynes 
And than bispake sire La van 
And saide yolde youe here to me 
Ye may not longe endure 
Or ellis shall ye al slayne be 
By Mahounde I you ensure 
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A Romayne drife a darte him to 

And smote him on the breste plate 

Ne hadde his hawberke lasted tho 

Mahounde had come to late 410 

Tho was the Sowdone more thane wod 

He cried to Ferumbras 

For Mahoundes love that is so good 

Destroye up bothe man and place 

Spare no thinge that is alyve 

Hows Toure ner Walle 

Beest ner man Childe nere Wife 

Brenne slo and distroye alle 

Tho Ferumbras ordeynede anone 

To bende the Engynes to the towne 420 

And bete downe bothe Towre and stoone 

He cleped forthe Fortibraunce and Mavone 

And saide be youre Engynes goode 

Shewe forth here nowe your crafte 

For Mahoundis love that gevith man foode 

That ther be no Toure lafte 

Tho the grete glotone Estagote 

With his myghty mace sware 

On the Gatis of Rome he smote 

And brake hem alle on thre thare 430 

In he entrid at the Gate 

The Porte Colis on him thai lete falle 

He wende he hade come to late 

It smote him through herte lyver and Galle 
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He lai cryande at the groimde 

Like a develle of helle 

Through the Cite wente the sownde 

So lowde than gan he yelle 

Gladde were al the Romaynes 

That he was take in the trappe 440 

And sorye were al the Sarsynes 

Of that myschevos happe 

Sory was the Soudone thane 

And Ferumbras and Lukafere 

Thai drowe hem tille her tentes thane 

Thai left him ligginge there 

Mahounde toke his soule to him 

And broght it to his blis 

He loved him wel and al his kyn 

Of that myghte he not mys 450 

Anone the Pope dide somone alle 

The peple of the Cite came 

To Seinte Petris he dide hem calle 

And thidere came every man 

He saide on hie my Children dere 

Ye wote wel howe it is 

Ayenst the Sarisyns that nowe be here 

We mowe not longe endure I wis 

Thay brekene oure Walles oure Toures alle 

With caste of his Engyne 460 

Therefore here amonge youe alle 

Ye shalle here counsaile myne 

D 



18 



Thai bene withdrawe to here Oost 

And on armede thay ben alle 

Therfore me thenketh is beste 

Tomorowe erly on hem to falle 

We have xxx thousande men 

Twenty thousande shal go withe me 

And in this Cite leve ten 

To governe the comynalte 470 

The Senatouris assentede sone 

And saide betere myghte no man seyne 

On the morowe this was it done 

God bringe hem wele home agayne 

The Pope did display than 

The hie baner of Rome 

And he assoiled every mane 

Through gracious god in Dome 

He praide of helpe and socoure 

Seinte Petir and Poule also 480 

And oure lady that swete floure 

To save the Cite of Rome from woo 

Forth thai ridene towarde the Oost 

Ferumbras romede aboute 

He sawe the Romaynes comen by the ost 

Thereof he hade grete dowte 

He blewe an home of bras it was 

The Sarsyns be gone to wake 

Arise up he saide in aras 

We bene elles alle I take 490 
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And armes anone every wight 

To horse with spere and shelde 

Ye may se here a ferefulle sighte 

Of oure enemyes in the felde 

Astopars goo ye biforne us 

For ye be men of myghte 

Ethiopes Assaynez and Askalous 

Go nexte afore my sighte 

My Fadir and I with Babyloynes 

Ho shal kepe the rerewarde 500 

King Lukafere with Baldeseynes 

To venge alle shalle have the fowarde 

The Romaynes aspied that thai were ware 

Of here comynge thane 

And therfore hade thay moche care 

Natheles on hem thai gone 

Seinte Petir be here socoure 

And laiden on side bake and bone 

There bigan a sturdy shoure 

Sire *Berumbras of Alisaundre oone 510 

That bolde man was in dede 

Uppon a steede Cassaundre gaye 

He roode in riche Weede 

Sire Bryer of Poyle a Romayne to fraye 

He bare through withe a spere 

Dede to the grounde ther he lane 

Might he no more hem dere 

That sawe Huberte a worthy man 

* Sk. 
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Howe Briere was I slayne 

Ferumbras to qwite thane 520 

To him he rode fill evene 

With a spere uppone his shelde thane 

Stilly ganne he strike 

The shelde he brake I myddis the feelde 

His Hawberke wolde not breke 

Many goode strokes were delte 

Ferumbras was a greved tho 

He smote with mayne and myghte 

The nekke asonder the ventayle also 

That dede he sate uprighte 530 

There was bataile harde and stronge 

Many a steede wente ther a straye 

And leyen at the grounde i stonge 

That resyn never aftyr that day 

ix thousand of the payens pride 

That day were slayne 

And viii thousande of the Romaynes side 

That in the feelde dede laye 

Lukafere that Paynym proude 

Slough Romaynes ey3tene 540 

Of werre moche sorowe he coude 

His strokes were over alle sene 

Gyndarde a Senatoure of Rome 

Hade slayne Sarsenys tene 

Tille he met with the cursed gome 

Lukafere slough him than 
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Tho come the Pope with grete amy 

His baner to fore him wente 

Ferumbras than gane to assaye 

If he myght that praye entente 550 

Supposynge in his thoughe * 

Ther was the soverayne 

He spared him therfore righte noghte 

But bare him downe ther in the playne 

Anoone he sterte on him all ane 

His Ventayle for to onlace 

And saugh his crowne newe shafe 

A shamed thanne he was 

Fye preest god gyfe the sorowe 

What doist thou armede in the feelde 560 

That sholdest saie thi matyns on morwe 

What doist thoue withe spere and shelde 

I hoped thoue hadiste bene an Emperoure 

Or a Cheftayne of this Ooste here 

Or some worthy conqueroure 

Go home and kepe thy Qwere 

Shame it were to me certayne 

To sle the in this bataile 

Therfore turne the home agayne 

The Pope was gladde ther of certayne ^ 570 

He wente home to Rome that nyght 

Withe five thousande and no more 

xv thousande lefte in the feelde aplight 

Full grete sorowe was therfore 

* Sic. f Sic. 
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Now telle we of the messangere 
That wente to Charlemayne 
Certyfyinge him by lettres dere 
Howe the Romaynes were slayne 
And howe the Contrey brente was 
Unto the Gate of Rome 580 

And howe the people song alas 
Tille socoure from him come 
Who quod Charles that worthy kinge 
The Sowdone and Ferumbras 
I nyl lette for no thinge 
Till I him oute of Cristendome chace 
Therefore Gy of Burgoyne 
Mynne owen nevewe so trewe 
Take a thausande pounde of Frankis fine 
To wage wythe the pepul newe 590 

Take this with the nowe at this tyme 
And more I wole sende the 
Loke that thou spare no hors ne shelde 
But that he dede be 
And faste hye the thyderwarde 
For I drede thay have grete nede 
And I shalle come aftirwarde 
As faste as I may me spede 

Speke we of Sir Lavane 
And let Charles and Gy be 600 

Howe he ordeyned for hem thane 
To Distroye Rome Citee 
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Sir Lukafere thou madiste thi boost 

To conquere the Romaynes 

And to bringe me the Ooste 

Of the xn peris and Charlemayne 

Uppone a condition I graunte the 

My doghter dere Dame Floripas 

Wherefore I aske nowe of the 

To holde covenaunte in this cas 610 

That I saide quod Lucafere 

To Mahounde I make a vowe 

To done al that I hight the there 

Ye and more than for Florip love 

He ordeyned assaute anone in haste 

With x thousande men and moo 

And Ferumbras at that other side faste 

Assailed hem with grete woo 

The saute endured al yat daye 

From morowe tille it was nyght 620 

To throwe and shete by every waye 

While that hem endured the lighte 

Tho wente thai home to thaire tentys 

Tille it were on the morowe 

Isres in his fals ententes 

Purposed tresone and sorowe 

He was chief Porter of the Towne 

By heritage and fee so he shulde be 

He wente to the Sowdane 

For the riche Cite betraye woolde he 630 
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And saide lorde gife me grace 

For my goodes and for me 

And I wole delyver the this place 

To have and holde for ever in fee 

The keyes of this riche Cite 

I have in my bandon 

That graunte I quod Lavan the 

To be free withoute raunsone 

Ferumbras made him yare 

With xx* thousand mene and moo 640 

With this Isres for to fare 

And to wynne the Cite soo 

As sone as he entred was 

The chief Gate of alle 

And alle his men in aras 

He lete the Portcolys falle 

He smote of the traitours hede 

And saide god gife him care 

Shal he never more ete brede 

All traitours evel met thai fare 650 

If he myght leve and reigne here 

He wolde betraye me 

For go he West Southe or Northe 

Traitour shalle he never be 

He dide lete bere his hede on a spere 

Throughe oute this faire Citee 

Tresone tresone thai cried there 

Pite it was to here and see 
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The people fled by every waye 

Thai durst no where a bide 660 

The hye wey ful of dede men laye 

And eke by every lanys side 

Ferumbras to Seinte Petris wente 

And alle the Relekes he seased anoone 

The Crosse the Crowne the Nailes bente 

He toke hem with him everychone 

He dide dispoile al the Cite 

Both of tresoure and of goolde 

And after that brente he 

Alle that ever myght be toolde 670 

And alle the tresoure withe hem yai bare 

To the Cite of Egremoure 

Lavan the Sowdone soiourned there 

Thre monthes and thre dayes more 

In myrthe and joye and grete solas 

And to his goddes offiynge he made 

He and his sone Sir Ferumbras 

Here goddis of golde dide fade 

Thai brent Frankenesense 

That smoked up so stronge 680 

The fume in her presence 

It lasted alle alonge 

Thai blewe homes of bras 

Thai dronke beestes bloode 

Milke and hony ther was 

That was roial and goode 
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Serpentes in Oyle were fiyed 

To serve the Sowdone with alle 

Antrarian Antrarian thai lowde cryed 

That signyfied Joye generalle 690 

Thus thai lived in joye and blis 

Two monthes or thre 

Lete we now be alle this 

And of Gye nowe speke we 

Now speke we of Sir Gye 
That toward Rome hied withe his Oost 
Whane he approched there to so ny3e 
That he myght se the cooste 
Alle on a flame that Cite was 
That thre myle al abowte 700 

Ther durst no manne that ther was 
Come ny3e the Cite for grete dowte 
That was a sory Cite than 
Sir Gye was in grete care 
Ther was nowhere a soryer manne 
For sorowe he sighed ful sare 
And saide Welallas the while 
For we come oute late 
For by some treson or some gyle 
Thai entred in at some Gate 710 

There is no more but for to abyde 
Tille Charles come the kinge 
In this mede under grene wode side 
To telle him of this tithinge 
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Howe Lavan hath the Cite brente 

And bore the Religes a waye 

And howe he hath hem to Spayne sente 

With Shippes of grete aray 

To Egremoure his chief Cite 

Ther to live and ende 720 

And manassith Charles and his baronye 

God gife hem welle ende 

Kinge Charles he forgate nought 

To come to reskowe Rome 

Alle his Do3ypers were I sought 

Fulle sone to him thay come 

Thre hundred thousande of Sowdeoures 

Kinge Charles with him dide lede 

That were doughty in all stouiys 

And worthy men of dede 730 

Sir Roulande that worthy knighte 

He ladde the fowarde 

And Sir Olyvere that was so wighte 

Governed the Here warde 

The kinge himselfe and his Baronye 

With Dukes and Erilles roialle 

Governed alle the medil partye 

By commaundmente generall 

He ordeynede grete plente 

Of Flessh and Fissh brede and wyne 740 

In shippes to saile by the see 

To serven him ful wel and fyne 
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Sir Gye aspied his comynge 

He knewe the baner of Fraunce 

He wente anoone ayen the kinge 

And tolde him of that myschaunce 

Howe that the cursed Sowdone 

Hath brent Rome and bore the Relekis awaye 

And how he hath slayne alle and some 

That he hathe founde of Cristen faye 750 

And more over he made his a vowe 

To seke kinge Charles in Fraunce 

And do him wo ther I nowe 

God gif him moch myschaunce 

A quod Charles that nedithe noght 

He shal fynde me nere 

By god that dere me boghte 

He shal by it fill dere 

I shalle him never leve I wis 

Withinne walle ner withoute 760 

I swere by god and seinte Denys 

Tille I have sought him oute 

And but if he wille Baptised be 

And lefe his fals laye 

Babyloyne shal he never see 

For alle his grete aray 

Anoon to shippe every manne 

With vitaile and with store 

Even towarde the proude Sawdane 

With outene any more 770 
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Wynde him blewe ful fayre and goode 

Into the Ryver of Ga^e 

Even over the salte flode 

And over the profounde rase 

xxx legee; from Egremoure 

By londe for south it is 

And ther withoute any more 

To londe thai wente I wis 

And brente and sloughen al y t thai fonde 

And stroyed both Toure and towne 780 

Thai lefte no thinge on grounde 

That thai ne bete it downe 

Tithinggis were tolde to Lavan 

Howe Charles was I come 

And slough bouth childe wyfe man 

And brente and stroyed alle and some 

With thre hundred thousand of Bacheleris 

That were bothe stoute and gaye 

And with him al his Dosyperis 

Pepul of grete araye 790 

And but ye ordeyne remedy 

He wole you brehne and sloone 

Youe and youre riche Baronye 

He wole leve a life nevere oone 

Whan Lavan herde these tidyngys 

His herte woxe alle coolde 

And saide this is a wonder thinge 

Howe durste he be so boolde 
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Litill kennyth he what I may doo 

He dredith me litil nowe 800 

But certes he shalle ere he goo 

To Mahounde I make a vowe 

Sir Lucafere and Ferumbras 

To him dide he calle 

And Mavone and Sortehras 

And his Barons alle 

I charge you uppone youre legeaunce 

That ye bringe me that gloton 

That clepeth himselfe kinge of Fraunce 

Hidere to my Pavilone 810 

Kepe him a live the remenaunte sle 

The xn Peris ychoon 

I shalle tech him curtesy e 

I swere by god Mahounde 

Ferumbras anoone than 

Arrayed him for to ride 

With proude Sarasyns many a man 

That boldely durst a bide 

Rowlande met with Ferumbras 

And gafe him such a stroke 820 

That al astonyed therof he was 

It made him lowe to stoupe 

Ferumbras smote him agayne 

With myghte and mayne with ire 

That he stenyed alle his brayne 

Him thought his eyene were alle on fyre 
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With Lucafere Olivere mette 

And hit him on the sheelde 

A stroke that was right wel sette 

A quarter flye in the feelde 830 

Thus thai hurteled to gedere 

Alle the lefe longe daye 

Nowe hider and nowe theder 

Mony an hors wente ther astraye 

The Dosyperis thay foughten wele 

Duke Neymys and Ogere 

With goode swerdes of fyne stele . 

And so dide Gye and Syr Bryere 

Ferumbras was ever a bowte 

To fyghte withe Olyvere 840 

And Olyvere with oute dowte 

Leyde on with goode chere 

Kinge Charles saugh Ferumbras 

To him fast he rode 

And it on the helme withe his mace 

That stroke sadlye abode 

Ferumbras was woode for woo 

He myght for prees come him to 

For no worldis thinge that myght be tho 

Kinge Charles anoon * Joye oute drowe 850 

And with his owen honde 

xxx ti Sarseynys ther he slowe 

That laie dede uppon the sonde 

Many of hem therfore made joy Inowe 

* A modern hand has written in the margin, " Mount." 
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Sire Lucafere of Baldas 

He presed to Charles sone 

And saide Sir with harde grace 

What hastowe here to done 

I behight Lavan to bringe the to him 

And the xn peris alle 860 

Now shaltowe come from al thy kyn 

Into the Sowdans halle 

Yelde the to me he saide 

Thy life shalle I safe 

A stroke on him than Charles layde 

He made the Paynym to rafe 

He smote him on the helme 

With Mown Joye his gode bronde 

Ne hadde he be reskued than 

He hade slayn him with his honde 870 

Than come Balde3yn3e with thronge 

To reskue there here lorde 

And Nubens with hem amonge 

And Turkes by one acorde 

Tho Roulande Durnedale oute drowe 

And made Romme abowte 

xl of hem ther he slowe 

Tho were thai in grete dowte 

Roulande as fiers as a lione 

With Durnedale tho Dinge 880 

Uppon the Sarsyns crowne 

As harde as he myght flynge 



33 



Duke Neymys and Sir Olyvere 
Gy and Alloreynes of Loreyne 
And alle the noble xn Peris 
Ogere and Bryere of Brytayne 
Thai foughten as feythfully in that fight 
The feelde fill of dede men laye 
xxx u thousande I you plight 
Of Sarsenys ther were slayne 890 

Al thinge moste have ane ende 
The nyghte come on ful sone 
Every wighte retourned to wende 
Ferumbras to his men gan gone 
And saide oure homes blowe we 
This day have we a ful ille afraye 
To saie the south and not to lye 
Oure goddis holpe us not to daye 
What devel that ever hem eilith 
This bataile was so sharpe in faye 900 

That many a man it wailyth 
Shalle I never in herte be glade to daye 
Till I may preve my myghte 
With Roulande that proude ladde 
Or with Olyvere that is so lighte 
That evel hath us ladde 
And in Paris be crowned kinge 
In despite of hem alle 
I wole leve for no thinge 

What so evere byfalle 910 
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Kinge Charles with grete honoure 

Wente to his Pavilone 

Of the treyumple he bare the floure 

In dispite of Mahounde 

Almyghty God and Seynte Denyse 

He thanked ful ofte sithe 

And oure lady Marie of Paris 

That made hem gladde and blithe 

He recomendide the olde Knightes 

That that daye hade the victorye 920 

And charged the yonge with al her myghtes 

To have hem in memorye 

For worthynesse wole not be hadde 

But it be ofte soughte 

Ner knighthode wole not ben hadde 

Tille it be dere boghte 

Therfore ye knightes yonge of age 

Of oolde ye may now lere 

Howe ye shalle both hurle and rage 

In felde with sheelde and spere 930 

And take ensample of the xn Peris 

Howe thai have proved her myght 

And howe thai were both wight and fiers 

To wynnen honourys in righte 

These hethen houndes we shal a tune 

By God in magiste 

Let us make myrthe in goddis name 

And to souper nowe goo we 
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Othow rede Marj Armypotente 
That in the trende baye hase made thy trone 
That god arte of bataile and regent 
And rulest alle that alone 
To whom I profre precious present 
To the makande my moone 
With herte body and alle myn entente 
A crowne of precious stoones 
And howe to the I gyfe 
Withouten fraude or engyne 
Uppone thy day to make offerynge 
And so shal I ever while that I live 950 

By righte that longith to my laye 
In worshipe of thy reverence 
On thyn owen Tewesdaye 
With myrre aloes and Frankensense 
Uppone condicione that thou me graunte 
The victorye of Crystyne Dogges 
And that I may some hem adaunte 
And sle hem downe as hogges 
That have done me distruccion 
And grete disherytaunce 960 

And eke slayn my men with wronge 
Mahounde gyfe hem myschaunce 

In the semely seson of the yere 
Of softenesse of the sonne 
In the prymsauns of grene vere 
Whan floures spryngyne and bygynne 
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And alle the floures in the frithe 

Freshly shews here kynde 

Than it is semely therwythe 

That manhode be in mynde 970 

For corage wole a man to kithe 

If he of menske have mynde 

And of love to lystyne and lithe 

And to seke honure for that ende 

For he was neuere gode Werryoure 

That cowde not love a rjrght 

For love hath made many a conqueroure 

And many a worthy knighte 

This worthy Sow dan though he hethen were 

He was a worthy conqueroure 980 

Many a contrey with shelde and spere 

He conquerede wyth grete honoure 

And his worthy sone Ferumbras 

That Kinge was of Alisaundre 

And Lucafere of Baldas 

That cruel kinge of Cassaundre 

That wroughten wonders with here honde 

With myghte and mayne for to fyghte 

And over ride mony a manly londe 

As men of Armes hardy and wighte 990 

The Sowdan seyinge this myschief 

Howe Charles hade him a greved 

That grevaunce was him nothinge lese 

He was ful sore ameved 
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He sente oute his bassatoures 

To Realmes provynces ferre and nere 

To Townes Citeis Castels and Tours 

To come to him there he were 

To Inde Maior and to Assye 

To Ascoloyne Venys Frige and Ethiope 1000 

To Nubye Turkye and Barbarye 

To Macedoine Bulgare and to Europe 

AUe these people was gadred to Agremore 

Thre hundred thousand of Sarsyns felle 

Some bloo some yolowe some blake as more 

Some horible and stronge as devel of helle 

He made hem drinke wilde beestes bloode 

Of Tigre Antilope and of Camalyone 

As is here use to egre here mode 

Whan thai in werre to battayle goon 1010 

He saide to hem my frendes dere 

As my trust is alle in you 

On these Frenche dogges that bene here 

Ye moste avenge me nowe 

Thai have done me vilanye 

Mikille of my people have thay slayne 

And yet more over thay manace me 

And drive me to my contrey agayn 

Wherefore I wole at the bygynnynge 

To Mahounde and to my goddis alle 1020 

Make a solempne offerynge 

The better shall it us byfalle 
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The laste tyme thai were wrothe 

We hade not done oure dute 

Therefore to saye the southe 

There were many hornys blowe 

The preestes senden thikke I nowe 

Goolde and silver thikke thai throwe 

With noyse and crye thai beestes slowe 

And thought to spede wel I nowe 1030 

And every man his vowe he made 

To venge the Sowdan of his tene 

Here goddis of golde thai wex alle fade 

The smoke so grete was hem bitwene 

Whan alle was done the Sowdan than 

Charged Ferumbras redy to be 

On the morowe er day began 

To ride oute of that Cite 

With xxx tl thousande of Assiens 

Frigys Paens and Ascoloynes 1040 

Turkis Indeis and Venysyens 

Barbarens Ethiopes and Macidoynes 

Bringe him to me that proude kinge 

I shal him teche cartesye 

Loke that thou leve for no thinge 

To sle alle his other mayne 

Safe Roulande and Olyvere 

That bene of grete renowne 

If thai wole reneye here goddis there 

And leven on myghty Mahounde 1050 
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Fbbumbras with grete araye 
Rode forthe Mahounde him spede 
Tille he came ny3e there Charles lay 
By syde in a grene mede 
In a woode he buskede his men 
Prively that same tyde 
And with his felowes noon but ten 
To kinge Charles he gan ride 
And said sire kinge that arte so kene 
Upon trwes I come to speke with the 1060 

If thoue be curteis as I wene 
Thou wolte graunte a bone to me 
That I mighte fight uppone this grene 
With Rouland Olyvere and Gye 
Duke Neymes and Ogere I mene 
Ye and Duke Richarde of Normandye 
With al sex attones to fight 
My body I profre here to the 
And requyre the kinge thoue do me right 
As thou art gentille Lord and fre 1070 

And if I may conquere hem in fere 
To lede hem home to my Faderis halle 
And if thai me I graunte the here 
To be thy man body and alle 
The kinge answered with wordes mylde 
And saide felowe that nedithe nought 
I shalle fynde of myne a Childe 
That shal the fynde that thou hast sought 
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The kinge lete calle Sir Roulande 

And saide thou most with this man fighte 1080 

To take this bataile here on honde 

Ther to God gyfe the grace and myghte 

Roulande answered with woordes boolde 

And saide Sire have me excused 

He saide certeynly he ne wolde 

The bataile uttirly he refused 

The laste day ye preised faste 

The oolde knightes of here worthynes 

Let hem goon forthe I have no haste 

Thai may goo showen here prowes 1090 

For that worde the kinge was wrothe 

And smote him on the mouthe one hye 

The bloode at his nose oute goth 

And saide traitour thou shalte a bye 

Abye quod Roulande wole I noughte 

And traitour was I never none 

By that lorde that me dere hath bought 

And braide oute Durnedale there anone 

He wolde have smytene the kinge there 

Ne hadde the Barons ronne bytwene 1100 

The kinge with drowe him for fere 

And passed home as it myght beste bene 

The Barons made hem at one 

With grete prayere and instaunce 

As every wrath moste over gone 

Of the more myschiefe to make voydaunce 
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Olyvere herde telle of this 

That in his bedde laye seke sore 

He armede him fill sone I wisse 

And to the kinge he wente withoute more 1110 

And saide Sir Kinge a bone graunte me 

For alle the servyse that I have done 

To fight with that kinge so free 

To morue day ere it be none 

Charles answered to Olyvere 

Thou arte seke and woundede sore 

And thou also my cosyne dere 

Therfore speke thereof no more 

Sir Kinge he saide 1 am alle hoole 

I aske you this bone in goddis name 1120 

Certes he saide I holde the a fole 

But I praye god sheelde the fro shame 

Forth he rideth in that forest 

Tille he gan Ferumbras see 

Where he was lighte and toke his rest 

His stede renewed til a grene tre 

Sir he saide reste thoue wele 

Kinge Charles sente me hidure 

If thou be curteys knighte and lele 

Rise up and let us fight to geder l ISO 

Ferumbras sate stille and lough 

Him liste not to rise oute of the place 

My felowe quod he what arte thou 

Telle me thy name for goddis grace 

G 
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Sir he saide Generyse 

A yonge knighte late dobbet newe 

By Mahounde quod he thou arte not wyse 

For thy comyng shaltowe sore rewe 

I holde Charles but a foole 

To sende the hidere to me 1 140 

I shalle the lerne a newe scole 

If thoue so hardy to fighte be 

I wender he wolde have sende Roulande 

Olyver and iiii mo Dosyperys 

That hade bene myghty men of honde 

Bataile to a bide stronge and fiers 

With the me liste no playe begynne 

Bide agayne and saye him soo 

Of the may I no worshype wynne 

Though I sloughe the and such v mo 1150 

Howe longe quod Olyvere wiltowe plete 

Take thyne armes and come to me 

And prove that thou saiest in dede 

For boost thou blowest and thenkes me 

Whan Ferumbras herde him speke so wel 

He caught his helme in grete ire 

That wroght was of goode fyne stele 

With Perlis pight Bubeis and Saphire 

Olyvere halpe him it to onlase 

Gilte it was alle abowte 1 1 60 

Ferumbras thanked him of his grace 

And curteisly to him gan lowte 
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Thai worthed up one here stedes 

To Juste thai made hem preest 

Of Armes to shewe here myghty dedis 

Thai layden here speres in a reeste 

To geder thai ronnene as fire of thondere 

That both here launces to braste 

That thay setene it was grete wonder 

So harde it was that thay gan threste 1170 

Tho drowen thai oute here swordes kene 

And smyten to geder by one assente 

There thai hitten it was wele sene 

To sle eche other was here entente 

Syr Ferumbras smote Olyvere 

Uppone the helme righte on hye 

With his swerde of metel clere 

That the fyre he made oute flye 

Olyvere him hitte agayne upone the hede 

* the hede than fulle sore 1180 

He carfe awaye with myghte and mayne 
The cercle that sate uppone his crowne 
The stroke glode down by his bake 
The Arsone he smote ther a waye 
And the botelles of bawme withoute lake 
That uppone the grene ther thai laye 
That were trussed by hynde him faste 
Tho Ferumbras was fulle woo 
Olyvere light adowne in haste 
The botellis he seased both two 1190 

• Blank in MS. 
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He threwe hem into the River than 

As ferre as he myghte throwe 

Alas quod Ferumbras what doistowe manne 

Thou arte wode as I trowe 

Thai were worth an C M1 pounde 

To a man that were wounded sore 

Ther was no preciosour thinge uppone grounde 

That myght helpe a man more 

Thou shalte abye by Mahounde 

That is a man of myghtes moost ] 200 

I shall breke both bake and crowne 

And sle the ther thou goist 

Tho Olyvere worth up agayne 

His swerde he hade oute i drawe 

Ferumbras him smote with mayne 

And mente to have him slawe 

He smote as doth the dinte of thondir 

It glased down by his sheelde 

And carfe his stedes neke a sonder 

That dede he fille in the felde 1210 

Wightly Olyvere up sterte 

As Bacheler doughti of dede 

With swerde in honde him for to hirte 

Or Ferumbras goode stede 

That Ferumbras aspied welle 

He rode a waye than fid faste 

And tiede him to a grene hasel 

And come ayen to him in haste 
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And saide nowe yelde the to me 

Thou maiste not longe endure 1220 

And leve on Mahounde that is so dere 

And thy life I shalle the ensure 

Thou shalte be a Duke in my contre 

And men have at thyne owene wille 

To my Sustir shaltowe wedded be 

It were pite the for to spille 

Better quod Olyvere shul we dele 

By God that is in magiste 

And of my strokes shaltow more fele 

Er I to the shalle yelde me 1230 

Thai smeten to geder withe egre mode 

And nathir of othire dradde 

Thai persed here hauberkes that were so goode 

Tille both thayr bodyes bladde 

Thay foughtene soo longe that by assente 

Thai drewe hem a litil bysyde 

A litil while thaym to avente 

And refresshed hem at that tyde 

Generis quod Ferumbras 

As thou arte here gentil Knighte 1240 

Telle me nowe here in this place 

Of thy kynne and what thoue hight 

Me thenkith by the now evermore 

Thou shuldist be one of the xn peris 

That maiste fighte with me so sore 

And arte so stronge worthy and fiers 
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Olyvere answered to hym agayne 

For fere I leve it not ontoolde 

My name is Olyvere certayne 

Cousyn to kinge Charles the boolde 150 

To whome I shalle the sende 

Qwikke or dede this same daye 

By conqueste here in this feelde 

And make the to renye thy laye 

quod Ferumbras thane to Olyvere 
Welcome thoue arte in to this place 

1 have desyrede many a yere 
To gyfe the harde grace 

Thou slough myne uncle Sir Persagyne 

The doughty kinge of Italy e 1260 

The worthyeste kinge that lyved of men 

By Mahounde thou shalt abye 

Tho thai dongene faste to gedere 

While the longe day endured 

Nowe hithire and nowe thidere 

Fro strokes wythe sheeldes here bodies thai covered 

And at the laste Olyvere smote him so 

Uppone the helme that was of stele 

That his swerde brake in two 

Tho wepene had he never a dele 1270 

Who was woo bute Olyvere than 

He saugh noone other remedy 

He saide Sir as thoue arte gentile man 

On me nowe here have mercy 
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It were grete shame I wis 

And honure were it noone 

To sle a man wepenles 

That shame wolde never goone 

Nay traitour thou getiste noone 

Hade 1 here an hundred and moo 1 280 

Knele downe and yelde the here anoone 

And eles here I woole the sloo 

Olyvere saugh it wolde not be 

To truste to moch in his grace 

He ranne to the stede y* stode by the tre 

A swerde he raught in that place 

That was trussed on Ferumbras stede 

Of fyne stele goode and stronge 

He thought he quyte Ferumbras his mede 

Almoost hadde he abyde to longe 1290 

For in turnynge Ferumbras him smote 

That stroke he myghte welle fele 

It come on hym so hevy and hoote 

That down it made hym to knele 

Tho was Olyvere sore ashamede 

And saide thou cursede Sarasyne 

Thy proude pride shall be atamed 

By god and by seinte Gtwyntyne 

Thou hast stole on me that dynte 

I shall quyte the thyne hire 1300 

A stroke than Olyvere him lente 

That hym thought his eyene were on fire 
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Kinge Charles in his pavilone was 

And loked towarde that fyghte 

And saugh howe fiers Ferumbras 

Made Olivere knele downe right 

Wo was him tho in his herte 

To Jhesu Criste he made his mone 

It was a sight of peynes smerte 

That Olyvere kneled so sone 1310 

O Lorde God in Trinite 

That of myghtis thoue arte moost 

By vertue of thy maieste 

That alle knoweste and woste 

Lete not this hethen man 

Thy servaunte overcome in fyght 

That on the bileve ne kan 

Jhesu Lorde for thy myghte 

But graunte thy man the victorye 

And the Paynyme skomfited to be 1320 

As thou arte Almyghty God of glorye 

Nowe mekely Lorde I pray to the 

To Charles anoone an Aungel came 

And broght him tidingges sone 

That God had herde his praier thane 

And graunte him his bone 

Tho Charles thanked God aboue 

With herte and thought worde and dede 

And saide blessed be thoue lorde almyghty 

That helpiste thy servaunte in nede 1330 
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These Champions to gedir thai gone 

With strokes grete and eke sure 

Eche of hem donge othir one 

Alle the while thai myghte endure 

Ferumbras brake his swerde 

On Olyveris helme on hye 

Tho wexe he ful sore a ferde 

He ranne for an othir redyly 

And saide Olyvere yelde the to me 

And leve thy Cristene laye 1340 

Thou shalte have alle my kingdome free 

And alle aftir my daye 

Pye Saresyne quod Olyvere thane 

Trowest thou that I were wode 

To for sake him that made me mane 

And boght me with his liert blode 

He raught a stroke to Ferumbras 

On his helme it gan downe glyde 

It brast his hawberke at yat ras 

And carfe hym throughe oute his syde 1350 

His bare guttis men myghte see 

The blode faste downe ranne 

Hoo Olyvere I yelde me to the 

And here I become thy man 

I am so hurte I may not stonde 

I put me alle in thy grace 

My goddis ben fals by water and londe 

I reneye hem alle here in this place * 

* In the margin the Scribe adds, " Jhc. merci Ladi helpe." 
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Baptised nowe wole I be 

To Jhesu Crist I wole me take 1360 

That Charles the kinge shal sene 

And alle my goddes for sake 

Take myn hawberke and do it on the 

Thou shalte have fulle grete nede 

x thousande Saresyns waiten uppone me 

And therfore go take my stede 

Lay me to fore the I the praye 

And lede me to thy tente 

Hye the faste forth in thy way 

That the Saresyns the not hente 1370 

A noone it was done as he ordeynede 

And faste forth thai ryden 

The Saresyns anone assembled 

For to have with hem foghten 

Ferumbras saughe the feelde thore 

Of Sarsynes fully filled 

Of Olyvere dradde he ful sore 

That Saresyns shulde him have killed 

He praide that he wolde let him downe 

Undir yonde Olyfe tree 1380 

For if ye cast me downe here with horse shoone 

Alle to tredene shalle I be 

He priked forth and layde him thare 

Out of the horses trase 

And with his swerde by gan him were 

For amonge hem alle he was 
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A Saresyne smote him withe a spere 

That it brake on pecis thre 

His hauberke myghte he not dere 

So strange and welle I wroght was he 1390 

He hit that Saresyns with his swerde 

Throughe the helme in to the brayne 

He made an other as sore aferde 

He smote of his arme with mayne 

But thane come Roulande withe Durnedale 

And made way him a bowte 

He slowe hem downe in the vale 

Of him hade thai grete dowte 

The prees of Saresyns was so strange 

A boute Roulande that tyde 1400 

Thai sloughene his horsys with thronge 

And dartis throwene on every syde 

Whan Roulande was on his fete 

Thane was he woo withe alle 

Many of hem he felte yete 

And dede to grounde made hem falle 

At the last his swerde brake 

Thane hadde he wepyne noone 

As he smote a Saresyns bake 

A sundre downe to the Arsone 1410 

Tho was he caught he myghte not flee 

His hondes thai boundene faste 

And lad him forth to here Cite 

And in depe prisone thay hem caste 
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Olyvere sawe howe he was ladde 

A sorye mane thane was he 

Him hadde lever to have bene dede 

Than suflren that myschief to be 

Smertly aftire he pursued tho 

To reskue his dere brother 1420 

The prees was so grete he myght not so 

It myghte be no othir 

But he was cowthe by verre force 

With lx of Astopartes 

Thai hurte him foule and sloughe his hors 

With gauylokes and wyth dartis 

Yet on foote ere he were foolde 

He slough of hem fiftene 

He was not slayne as god woolde 

But taken and bounded with tene 1430 

Tho were taken to Lucafere 

The proude kinge of Baldas 

Both Roulande and Olyvere 

Gladde was he of that cas 

Kinge Charles was in herte woo 

Whan he saughe his Nevewes so ladde 

He cried to the Frenshmene tho 

Reskue we these knyghtes at nede 

The kynge himselfe slough many one 

So dede the Barons bolde 1440 

It wolde not bene thai were agone 

Magre who so woolde 
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The Saresyns drewe hem to here Cite 

Kinge Charles turned agayne 

He saughe under an holme tre 

Where a knight him semed lay slayne 

Thederward he rode withe swerde in honde 

Tho he saughe he was alyve 

He lay walowynge uppon the sonde 

With blody woundes fyve 1450 

What arte thow quod Charlemayne 

Who hath the hurte so sore 

I am Ferumbras he saide certayne 

That am of hethene lore 

O fals Saresyne quod the kinge 

Thou shalte have sorowe astyte 

By the I have lost my two Cosynes 

Thyne hede shalle I of smyte 

O gentil kinge quod Ferumbrase 

Olyvere my maister me hight 1460 

To be baptised by goddis grace 

And to dyene a Cristene knighte 

Honure were it noon to the 

A discoumfite mane to slo 

That is converted and baptized wolde be 

And thy man bycomene also 

The Kinge hade pite of him thane 

He toke him to his grace 

And assyned anoone a man 

To lede him to his place 1470 
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He sende to him his surgyne 

To hde his woundes wyde 

He ordeyned to him such medycyne 

That sone myght he go and ryde 

The kinge commaunded bishope Turpyne 

To make a fonte redye 

To Baptise Ferumbras therin 

In the name of God Almyghtye 

He was Cristened in that welle 

Floreyne the kinge alle him calle 1480 

He forsoke the foule feende of helle 

And his fals goddis alle 

Nought for thane Ferumbras 

Alle his life cleped was he 

And aftirwarde in some place 

Floreyne of Rome Cite 

God for him many myracles shewed 

So holy aman he by came 

That witnessithe both lerned and lewde 

The fame of him so ranne 1490 

Nowe for to telle of Roulande 
And of Olyvere that worthy wos 
Howe thai were broughte to the Sowdane 
By the kinge of Boldas 
The Sowdane sore hem affrayned 
What that here names were 
Rouland saide and noght alayned 
Syr Roulande and sire Olyvere 
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Nevewes to Kinge Charles of Fraunce 

That worthy kinge and Emperoure 1500 

That nowe are takyn by myschaunce 

To be prisoneres here in thy toure 

A Olyvere arte thou here 

That haste my sone distroyede 

And Rouland that arte his fere 

That so ofte me hathe anoyed 

To Mahounde I make a vowe here 

That to morue ere I do ete 

Ye shulle be slayne bothe qwik in fere 

And lives shalle ye bothe lete 1510 

Tho saide maide Florepas 

My fader so dereworthe and dere 

Ye shulle be avysed of this cas 

How and in what manere 

My brothir that is to prisone take 

May be delyvered by hem nowe 

By cause of these two knightes sake 

That bene in warde here with youe 

Wherefore I counsaile youe my fader dere 

To have mynde of Sir Ferumbras 1520 

Pute hem in youre prisone here 

Tille ye have better space 

So may ye have my brother agayne 

For hem that ye have here 

And certeyne elles wole he be slayne 

That is to you so lefe and dere 
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A Floripp I blessed thou bee 

Thy counsaile is goode at nede 

I wolde not leve my sone so free 

So Mahounde moost me spede 1530 

For al the Realme of hethen Spayne 

That is so brode and large 

Sone clepe forth my Gaylour Bretomayne 

That he of hem hadde his charge 

Caste hem in your prisone depe 

Mete and drinke gyfe hem none 

Chayne hem faste that thay not slepe 

For here goode daies bene a gone 

Tho were thay cast in prison depe 

Every tyde the see came inne 1540 

Thay myght not see so was it myrke 

The watir wente to her chynne 

The salte watir hem greved sore 

Here woundis sore did smerte 

Hungir and thurste greved heme yet more 

It wente yet more nere here herte 

Who maye live withoute mete 

vi dayes hadde thay righte none 

Ner drinke that thay myghte gete 

Bute loked uppon the harde stone 1550 

So on a daye as God it wolde 

Floripas to hir Gardene wente 

To geder floures in morne colde 

Here maydyns frome hir she sente 
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For she herde grete lamentacione 
In the Prison that was ther nye 
She supposed by ymagynacione 
That it was the prisoners sory 
She wente here nerre to here more 
Thay wailed for defaute of mete 1560 

She rued on hem anoone fill sore 
She thought how she myght hem beste it gete 
She spake to her Maistras Maragounde 
Howe she wolde the prisoneres fede 
The develle of helle hir confounde 
She wolde not assente to v that dede 
But saide Damesel thou arte woode 
Thy Fadir did us alle defende 
Both mete and drinke and othere goode 
That no man shulde hem thider sende 1570 

Floripe by thought hir on a gyle 
And cleped Maragounde anoon righte 
To the wyndowe to come a while 
And se ther a wonder syght 
Loke oute she saide and see a ferre 
The Porpais pley as thay were wode 
Maragounde lokede oute Floripe come nere 
And shofed hire oute in to the flode 
Go there she saide the devel the spede 
My counsail shaltowe never biwry 1580 

Who so wole not helpe amane at nede 
On evel deth mote he dye 

I 
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She toke withe hire maidyns two 

To Brytomayne she wente hir waye 

And saide to him she moste go 

To visetene the prisoneris that daye 

And saide sir for alle loves 

Lete me thy prisoneres seene 

I wole the gife bothe goolde and gloves 

And counsail shalle it beene 1590 

Brytomayne that Jay lor kene 

Answered to hir sone agayne 

And saide Damesel so mote I thene 

Thane were I worthy to be slayne 

Hath not youre Fader charged me 

To kepe hem frome every wyght 

And yet ye wole these traytours see 

I wole goo telle him anoon right 

He gan to turne him anone for to go 

To make a playnte on Floripas 1600 

She sued him as faste as she myghte go 

For to gif him harde grace 

With the keye cloge that she caughte 

Withe goode wille she maute than 

Such a stroke she hym there raught 

The brayne sterte oute of his hede thane 

To hire Fader forth she gothe 

And saide Sire I telle you here 

I saughe a sight that was me lothe 

Howe the fals Jailour fedde your prisonere 1610 
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And howe the covenaunte made was 

Whan thai shulde delwered be 

Wherefore I sloughe him withe a mace 

Dere Fadir forgif it me 

My doghtir dere that arte so free 

The warde of hem now gif I the 

Loke here sorowe be evere newe 

Tille that Ferumbras delwered be 

She thanked her Fadere fele sithe 

And toke her maydyns and forth she gothe 1620 

To the prisone she hyed hire swythe 

The prisone dore up she dothe 

And saide sires what be ye 

That make here this ruly moone 

What youe lakkithe tellyth me 

For we be here nowe aUe alone 

Tho spake Roulande with hevy chere 

To Floripe that was bothe gente and fre 

And saide lo we two caytyfes here 

For defaute of mete dede moste be 1630 

vi dayes be comyne and goone 

Sith we were loked in prisone here 

That mete nor drinke hade we noone 

To comforte withe oure hevy chere 

But woolde god of myghtes mooste 

The Sowdone wolde let us oute goone 

We to fight withe alle his Ooste 

To be slayne in feelde anoone 
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To murthir mene for defaute of mete 

It is grete shame tille a kinge 1640 

For every man most nedes ete 

Or ellis may he do no thinge 

Tho saide Floripe with wordes mylde 

I wolde fayne ye were now here 

From harme skathe I wole you shelde 

And gife you mete with right gode chere 

A rope to hem she lete downe goone 

That aboven was teyde faste 

She and hir maydyns drewe ther uppone 

Tille up thay hadde hem at the last 1650 

She led hem into here chambir dere 

That arrayed for hem was righte wele 

Both Roulande and Olyvere 

And gafe heme there a right gode mele 

And whan thay hadde etene alle her fille 

A bathe for hem was redy there 

Ther to thay went fid fayre and stille 

And aftyr to bedde with right gode chere 

Now Floripas chamber is here prisone 

Withoutene wetinge of the Sowdone 1660 

Thai were fill mery in that Dongeone 

For of hem wiste mane never oone 

Now lete we hem be and mery make 

Tille god sende hem gode delyveraunce 

Aftir the tyme that thay were take 

What did Charles the kinge of Fraunce 
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Ther of wole we speke nowe 

Howe he cleped forth Sir Gy 

And saide on my message shaltowe 

Therfore make the faste redy 1670 

To bidde the Sowdene sende me my Nevewes bothe 

And the Releqes also of Rome 

Or I shal make him so wrothe 

He shalle not wete what to done 

And by that god that hath me wroght 

I shal him leve Towre ner Towne 

This bargane shal so dere be bought 

In dispite of his god Mahoune 

Duke Neymes of Bauere up stert thane 
And saide Sir hastowe no mynde ] 680 

How the cursed Sowdane Lavan 
Alle messengeris doth he shende 
Ye have lost inowe lese no mo 
Onworthily Olyvere and Roulande 
By god and thou shalt with him go 
For al thy grete brode londe 

Tho Ogere Danoys that worthy mane 
Sir he saide be not wrothe 
For he saithe southe go thoue thane 
By God thou shalte be thoue never so lothe 1690 

A sire quod Bery Lardeneys 
Thoue shalte hem se never more 
Go thou forth in this same rees 
Or it shalle the repente ful sore 
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Folk Baliante saide to the kinge 
Liste ye youre Barons to lese 
Certis this is a wondir thinge 
Go thou also thoue shalte not chese 

Alkroyse rose up anone 
And to the kinge than gane he speke 1700 
And saide what thinke ye sir to done 
Dresse the forth withe heme eke 

Miron of Brabane spake an worde 
And saide sir thou maiste do thy wille 
Knowist thou not that cruel lorde 
How he wole thy Barons spille 
Trusse the forth eke sir Dasaberde 
Or I shalle the sone make 
For of all thinge thou arte aferde 
Yet arte thoue neyther hurte ner take 1710 

Bisshope Turpyne kneled adowne 
And saide lege lorde mercy 
The kinge him swore by seynt Symone 
Thou goist eke make the in hast redye 

Bernarde of Spruwse that worthy knyghte 
Saide sir avyse youe bette 
Set not of youre Barons so lighte 
Thou maiste have nede to heme yette 
Thou shalte goone eke for alle thy boost 
Have done and make the fast yare 1720 

Of my nede gyfe thoue no coost 
Ther of have thou right no care 
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Bryere of Mounte? that marqwy3 bolde 
Was not aferde to him to speke 
To the kinge sharply he tolde 
His witte was not worth a leke 
Woltowe for angre thy Barons sende 
To that Tiraunte that alle men sleithe 
Or thou doist for that ende 

To bringe thy xn peres to the dethe 1730 

The kinge was wrothe and swore in halle 
By him that boght him withe his blode 
On my messange shall ye gone alle 
Be ye never so wrothe or wode 
Thay toke here lefe and forthe thay yede 
It availed not agayne him to sayne 
I pray god gif hem gode spede 
Ful harde it was to comene agayne 

Nowe let hem passe in goddis name 
And speke we of the Sowdone 1 740 

Howe he complayned him of his grame 
And what that he myght beste done 
Sortybraunce and Bronlande seyde he 
Of counsail ye be fulle wyse 
How shal I do to avenge me 
Of kinge Charles and in what wyse 
He brennyth my Toures and my Citees 
And Burges he levethe me never oone 
He stroieth my mene my londe my fees 
Thus shalle it not longe goone 1750 
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And yet me greveth most of alle 

He hath made Ferumbras renay his laye 

Therfore my counselors I calle 

To remedy this howe thay best maye 

For me were lever that he were slayne 

Thane he a Cristene hounde shulde be 

Or withe Wolfes be rente and slayne 

By Mahounde myghtye of dignyte 

Tho answerde Sortybraunce and Broulande 

And saide gode counsaile we shal youe gyfene 1760 

If thoue wilte do aftyr covenaunte 

It shal youe profit while youe lyvene 

Take xn knightis of worthy dede 

And sende hem to Charles on message nowe 

A raye hem welle in roial wede 

For thye honoure and for thy prowe 

Bidde Charles sende thy sone to the 

And voyde thy londe in alle haste 

Or ellis thou shalt him honge on a tre 

As hye as any shippes maste 1 770 

Nowe by Mahounde quod Lavan 

This counseil is both trewe and goode 

I shalle him leve for no mane 

To parforme this though he were woode 

He did his lettris write in haste 

The knightes were called to goo therwithe 

That thay hy^e heme to Charles faste 

And charke hym uppone life and lithe 
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Forthe thai ride towarde M antrible thane 

In a medowe was fayre and grene 1 780 

Thai mette withe Charles messageris tene 

Duke Neymes axed heme what thai wolde mene 

And saide Lordynges whens come ye 

And whider ye are mente telle us this tyde 

Frome the worthy Sowdone thane saide he 

To Charles on message shalle we ride 

Evel tithyngges we shalle him telle 

Fro Lavan that is lorde of Spayne 

Farewele felowes we may not dwelle 

A byde quod Gy and turne agayne 1790 

We wole speke with youe er ye goone 

For we be messengeris of his 

Ye shal aby everichone 

So God brynge me to bhs 

Anoone here swerdes oute thay brayde 

And smotene downe right al a boute 

Tille the hethene were downe lavde 

Thai reseyved many a sore cloute 

Thai smytene of here hedes alle 

Eche mane toke one in his lappe 1800 

Fal what so ever byfalle 

To the Soudone wole thay trappe 

Tille thai come to Egremoure 

Thai stynte for no worldes thinge 

Anoone thai fonde the Sawdane thore 

At his mete proudely sittynge 

K 
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And that maide faire Dame Floripas 

And xiiii princes of grete price 

And kinge Lukafere of Baldas 

That was both bolde hardy and wyse 1810 

Doughty Duke Neymes of Bauere 

To the Sowdone his message tolde 

And saide god that made hevene so clere 

He save kinge Charles so bolde 

And confounde Lavane and all his mene 

That on Mahounde byleved 

And gife hem evel endinge amen 

To morue longe er it be evene 

He commaundith the uppone thy life 

His Nevewes home to him sende 1 820 

And the Religes of Rome withoute strife 

And ellis getist thou an evel ende . 

xn hiedeynes mette us on the waye 

Thai saide thay come streight fro the 

Thai made it bothe stoute and gay 

Here hedis here maistowe see 

Thai saide thai wolde to Charles goone 

Evel tidingges him to telle 

Loo here here heddis everychone 

Here soulis bene in helle 1830 

O quod Lavane what may this be 

To suffre this amonge my knightes alle 

To be rebuked thus here of the 

At mete in myn owene halle 



67 

To Mahounde myghty I make a vowe 

Ye shall be hanged alle ten 

Anoon as I have etene I nowe 

In presence of alle my mene 

Maide Floripas answered tho 

And saide my derworth Fadir dere 1840 

By my counsaile ye shal not so 

Tille ye have your Barons alle in fere 

That thai may se what is the best 

For to delyvere my brother Sir Ferumbras 

And aftirward if that ye liste 

Ye may gife hem ful evel grace 

Gramercy doghter thou saieste welle 

Take hem alle into thy warde 

Do feter hem faste in Irene and stele 

And set hem in stray3te garde 1850 

Thus was I nevere rebukede er nowe 

Mahounde myghty gyfe heme sorowe 

Thay shalle be flayn and honged on a bowe 

Longe ere tyme to morowe 

Floripe toke these messangeris 

And ladde hem up in to here toure 

There thai founde two of here feris 

Thay thanked thereof god of honoure 

Tho sayde Duke Neymys of Bauere 

Gladde men be we nowe here i860 

To fynde Roulande and Olyvere 

In helthe of bodye and of goode chere 
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Thai kissed eche other with herte gladde 

And thanked god of his grace 

And eche toolde othir howe thay sped hadde 

And howe thay come in to that place 

By helpe of mayde Floripe hire self 

God kepe hir in honoure 

For thus hath she brought us hider alle twelfe 

To dwelle in hir owene boure 1 870 

Tho thay wessh and wente to mete 

And were served welle and fyne 

Of suche goode as she myght gete 

Of Venysone brede and gode wyne 

There thai were gladde and wel at ease 

The Soudone ne wist it noght 

Aftyr thay slepe and toke her ese 

Of no man thane thay ne roght 

On the morowe Floripe that mayde fire 

To Duke Neymes spake in game 1880 

Sir gentil knighte tho saide she 

Telle me what is your name 

Whi axe ye my lady dere 

My name here to knowe alle 

For he * spake with so bolde chere 

To my ffadir yestirdaye in his halle 

Be ye not the Duke of Burgoyne Sire Gy 

Nevewe unto the kinge Charles so fre 

Noe certes lady it is not I 

It is yondir knight that ye may see 1890 

* Sic, ye ? 
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A him have I loved many a day 

And yet knowe I him noght 

For his love I do alle that I maye 

To chere youe withe dede and thought 

For his love wille I cristenede be 

And lefe Mahoundes laye 

Spekith to him nowe for me 

As I youe truste maye 

And but he wole graunte me his love 

Of youe askape shalle none here 1900 

By him that is almyghty above 

Ye shalle abye it ellis fill dere 

Tho wente Duke Neymes to Sir Gye 

And saide this ladye lovethe the 

For thy love she makethe us alle merye 

And Baptizede wole she be 

Ye shalle hir take to your wedded wife 

For alle us she may save 

By God quod Gye that gafe me life 

Hire wole I never have 1910 

Wyle I never take hire ner no womane 

But Charles the kinge hir me gife 

I hight him as I was trewe mane 

To holdene it while I lyve 

Tho spake Roulande and Olyvere 

Certyfyinge him of here myschefe 

Tellinge him of the parelles that thay in were 

For to take this lady to his wedded wife 
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But thoue helpe in this nede 

We be here in grete doute 1920 

Almyghty god shalle quyte thy mede 

Elles come we nevere herenys oute 

Thus thay treted him to and fro 

At the laste he sayde he wolde 

Floripas thay cleped forthe tho 

And brought fourth a Cuppe of golde 

Ful of noble myghty wyne 

And saide my love and my lorde 

Myn herte my body my goode is thyne 

And kissed him withe that worde 1930 

And sir she saide drinke to me 

As the Gyse is of my londe 

And I shalle drinke agayne to the 

As to my worthy hosbonde 

Thay clipped and kissed bothe in fere 

And made grete joye and game 

And so did alle that were there 

Thai made ful meiy alle in same 

Tho spake Floripas to the Barons boolde 

And saide I have armure I nowe 1940 

Therfore I tel youe what I wolde 

And that ye dide for your prowe 

To morue whane my Fadir is at his soupere 

Ye shalle come in alle attonys 

Loke ye spare for no fere 

Sle downe and breke bothe bake and bones 
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Kithe youe knightis of hardynesse 

Ther is none helpe but in this wyse 

Then moste ye shewene youre prowes 

And wynne this Castel in this guyse 1950 

Thay sayden alle it was welle saide 

And gladde thay were of this counsaile 

Here armure was forthe layde 

At souper the Sowdone to assaile 

Kinge Lucafere prayde the Sawdone 

That he wolde gif him lysence 

To the prisoners for to goone 

To see the maner of her presence 

He gafe him lefe and forth he wente 

Up unto Floripas Toure 1060 

To asspie the maner was his entente 

Heme to accuse agayne honoure 

Whane he come he founde the dore fast I stoke 

He smote there on with his fist 

That the barre begane to broke 

To make debate wel him list 

Who artowe quod Floripas 

That maketh here suche araye 

I am kinge Lucafere. of Baldas 

The Sowdone sente me hidir in faye 1970 

To seene his prisoneris is my desire 

And speke with hem everychone 

To talke with hem by the fire 

And speke of dedis of armes amonge 
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Tho saide Duke Neymes welcome be ye 

To us prisoners here 

What is your wille nowe telle ye 

For we be mene of feble chere 

I woolde wete of Charles the kinge 

What mane he is in his contre 1980 

And what meyne he hathe and of what thinge 

He rekyneth moost his dignyte 

Duke Neymes saide an Emperoure 

And kinge he is of many a londe 

Of Citeis Cartels and many a Toure 

Dukes Erles Barons bowynge to his honde 

But saye me felowe what is your use 

To do in contre aftyr the none 

And what is the custome of your hous 

Tille mene to souper shalle gone 1990 

Sir somme mene iouste withe spere and shelde 

And somme mene Carol and singe gode songes 

Some shote with dartis in the feelde 

And somme play at Chesse amonge 

Ye bene but foulis of gode dissporte 

I wole youe tech a newe play 

Sitte downe here by one assorte. 

And better myrthe never ye saye 

He teyde a tredde on a pole 

With an nedil ther on I fest 2000 

And ther uppone a qwike cole 

He bade every man blowe his blast 



73 

Duke Neymes hade a long berde 

Kinge Lucafere blewe evene to hyme 

That game hade he never before lered 

He brent the here of Neymes berde to the skyne 

Duke Neymes thane gan wex wrothe 

For he hade brente his berde so white 

To the Chymneye forth he goth 

And caught a bronde him withe to smyte 2010 

Withe a goode wille he him smote 

That both his eyene brestene oute 

He caste him in the fire al hote 

Fore sothe he hadde a righte gode cloute 

And with a fyre forke he helde him doune 

Tille he were rosted to colis ilkadele 

His soule hade his god Mahoune 

Floripe bade him warme him wele 

Sires tho saide Floripas 

Entendith nowe al to me 2020 

This Lucafere of Baldas 

Was a lorde of grete mayne 

My Fadir hade him ever yn chere 

I telle you for sothe everydele 

He wolde anoone aftyr him enquere 

And therefore loke ye arme you welle 

Florip wente in as the maner was 

To here Fadir at souper tyme 

No man spake worde of kinge Baldas 

Ner no man knewe of his sharp pyne 2030 

L 
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The xn peris armed hem wel and fyne 

With swerdes drawe and egre chere 

While thay mery drinkynge the wyne 

And sittinge alle at here soupere 

Thai reheted the Sowdone and his Barons alle 

And madene orders wondir fast 

Thai slowe downe alle that were in the halle 

And made hem wondirly sore a gast 

Olyvere egerly sued Lavane 

With swerd I drawe in his honde 2040 

Oute at the wyndowe lepte he thane 

Uppone the salte see strowde * 

And he skaped away frome hime 

But woo was he therfore 

That he went awaye withe lyme 

To worche hem sorowe more 

Roulande than came rennynge 

And axed where was Lavan 

Olyvere answerede moornynge 

And saide howe he was agoone 2050 

Tho thai wided the Courte at the last 

And slowene tho that wolde a byde 

And drewe the brigge and teyed it fast 

And shitte the gatis that were so wyde 

Lavan that by the ebbe escapede 

Of harde er he come to londe 

He alle astonyed and a mapide 

For sorowe he wronge bothe his honde 

* Sic, stronde ? 
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And made a vowe to Mahounde of myght 

He wolde that Cite wynne 2060 

And never go thens by day nor nyght 

For foo for frende ner for kynne 

And tho traytouris will I do honge 

On a Galowes hye with oute the gate 

And my Doghter that hore stronge 

I brente shalbe there ate 

To M auntryble he gan sende anoone 

Aftir men and tentis goode 

And Engynes to throwe withe stoone 

And goode armure many foolde 2070 

The sege he did leyen a bowte 

On every side of that Cite 

To wallis with Engynes thai gan rowte 

To breke the Toures so fre 

Tho saide Florip lordingges goode 

Ye bene biseged in this toure 

As ye bene wight of mayne and moode 

Proveth here to save youre honoure 

The Toure is stronge drede youe nought 

And vitayle we have plente 2080 

Charles wole not leve youe unsought 

Truste ye welle alle to me 

Therefore go we soupe and make merye 

And takith ye alle your ease 

And xxx 11 maydens lo here of assyne * 

The fayrest of hem ye chese 

# Sic, Asayrie ? 
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Take your sporte and kith youe knyghtes 

Whan ye shalle have to done 

For to morowe when the day is light 

Ye mooste to the wallis goone 2090 

And defende this place withe caste of stoone 

And with shotte of quarelles and darte 

My maydyns and I shalle bringe goode wone 

So everyche of us shalle bere his parte 

On morowe the Sowdone made assaute 

To hem that were withe inne 

And certes in hem was no defaute 

For of heme myght thay nought wynne 

Here shotte here cast was so harde 

Thay durste not ny3he the walle 2100 

Thay drowene hem bakwarde 

Thay were betene over alle 

King Lavane turnede to his tentes agayne 

He was nere wode for tene 

He cryede to Mahounde and Apolyne 

And to Termagaunte that was so kene 

And saide ye goddes ye slepe to longe 

Awake and helpe me nowe 

Or ellis I may singe of sorowe a songe 

And of mournynge right I nowe 2 110 

Wete ye not wele that my tresoure 

Is alle withe inne the walle 

Helpe me nowe I saye therfore 

Or ellis I forsake youe alle 
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He made grete lamentacione 

His goddis byganne to shake 

Yet that comfortede his meditacione 

Supposinge thay didde awake 

He cleped Brenlande * to aske counsaile 

What was beste to done 2120 

And what thinge myght hime moste avayle 

To wynne the Cite sone 

Thou wotist welle that alle my tresoure 

Is there in here kepinge 

And my doughter that stronge hore 

God yyf her evelle endynge 

Sir he saide ye knowe welle 

That Toure is wondir stronge 

While thay have vitayle to mele 

Kepene it thay wole fulle longe 2130 

Sende to Mauntreble youre cheif Cite 

That is the keye of this lande 

That none passe where it so be 

With oute youre speciall sende 

To Alagolofure that Geaunte stronge 

That is wardeyne of that pas 

That no man passe that brigge alonge 

But he have special grace 

So shalle not Charles withe his meyne 

Reskowe thane Agramoure 2140 

• 

Thane thay shalle enfamyched be 
That shalle hem rewe ful sore 

* Sic, Brenlande ? 
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Mahoundis blessynge have thoue and myne 

Sortybraunce for thy rede 

Espyarde messangere myne 

In haste thou most the spede 

To my Cite Mauntreble 

To do my message there 

To Alogolofre that Giaunte orrible 

Bydde him his charge wele lere 2150 

And tel him howe that the last daye 

Ten fids traytours of Fraunce 

Passed by that same waye 

By his defaute withe myschaunce 

Charginge him uppone his hede to lese 

That no man by the brigge 

Be it rayne snowe or freze 

But he his heede downe ligge 

Espiarde spedde him in his waye 

Tille he to Mauntrible came 2160 

To seke the Geaunte ther he laye 

On the banke bysyde the Dame 

And saide the worthy Sowdone 

That of alle Spayne is lorde and Sire 

Uppone thy life commaundeth the anoone 

To deserve better thyn hire 

The laste day thoue letist here passe 

Ten trattoures of douse Fraunce 

God giffe the evel grace 

And heme also moche myschaunce 2170 
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He charged the uppone life and dethe 

To kepe this place sikerlye 

While in thy body lastethe the brethe 

Lette noone enemye passe therebye 

Alagolofur rolled his yene 

And smote with his axe one the stone 

And swore by Termagaunte and Apolyne 

That ther by shulde passe never one 

But if he smote of his hede 

And brought it to his lorde La vane 2180 

He wolde never ete no brede 

Nere never loke more on mane 

xxiiii 11 Cheynes he didde one drawe 

That noo man passe myghte 

Neyther for love nere for awe 

No tyme by daye nere by nyghte 

Go telle my lorde I shalle it kepe 

On payne of my grete heede 

Shalle ther no mane goo ner crepe 

But he be take or dede 2190 

This Geaunte hade a body longe 

And hede like an libarde 

Ther to he was devely stronge 

His skynne was blake and harde 

Of Ethiope he was bore 

Of the kinde of Ascopartes 

He hade tuskes like a bore 

An hede like a liberde 
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Lavan nolde not forgete 

The saute to renewe* 2200 

To wynne the Toure he wolde not lete 

Here Trumpes lowde thay blewe 

Every man wente to the walle 

With pikeys or withe bowe 

Thai made assaute generalle 

The walles downe to throwe 

But thay withe inne bare heme soo 

Thay slowe of the Saresyns 111 hundrede 

Thay wroghtene hem both care and woo 

Uppone her fightinge thay wondride 2210 

Tho cryed Lavane to heme on hye 

Traytours yelde youe to me 

Ye shall be hongede els by and bye 

Uppon an hye Galowe tree 

Tho spake Floripe to the Sowdone 

And sayde thou fals tyraunte 

Were Charles come thy pride were done 

Nowe cursede myscreaunte 

Alas that thou ascapediste soo 

By the wyndowe uppone the stronde 2220 

That thy neke hade broke a twoo 

God sende the shame and shonde 

A stronge hore god gife the sorowe 

Tho venemouse serpente 

Withe wilde horses thou shalte be drawe to morowe 

And on this hille be brente 

* These two lines are written as one in the MS. 
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That al men may be ware by the 

That cursed bene of kynde 

And thy love shalle honged be 

His hondes bounde him byhynde 2230 

He called forth Mavone his Engynoure 

And saide I charge the 

To throwe a magnelle to yon toure 

And breke it downe on thre 

Mavon set up his Engyne 

With a stoone of vi C wighte 

That wente as evene as eny lyne 

And smote a Cornell downe right 

Woo was Roulande and Olyvere 

That that myschief was be falle 2240 

And so were alle the xn peres 

But Floripe thane comforte hem alle 

Sires she saide beithe of goode chere 

This Toure is stronge I nowe 

He may cast twies or thries or he hit ayen there 

For sothe I telle it voue 

m 

Marsedage the roialle kinge 

Rode in riche weede 

Fro Barbary commyng 

Uppone a sturdy stede 2250 

Cryinge to hem uppone the walle 

Traytours yelde youe here 

Brenne you alle ellis I shalle 

By myghty god Jubytere 

M 
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Gy aspied that he came nere 

A darte to hime he threwe ful evene 

He smote him throwe herte and liver in fere 

Dame Floripe lough withe loude stevene 

And saide Sir Gye my love so free 

Thou kanste welle hit the prikke 2260 

He shall make no booste in his contre 

God giffe him sorowe thikke 

Whane Lavane herde of this myschief 

A sory mane was he 

He trumped his mene to relefe 

For to cease that tyme mente he 

Mersadage kinge of Barbarye 

He did carye to his tente 

And beryed him by righte of Sarsenye 

With brennynge fire and riche oynemente 2270 

And songe the Dirige of Alkarone 

That bibill is of here laye 

And wayled his deth everychone 

vii nyghtis and vn dayes 

Anoone the Sowdone south to say 

Sente in hundrid of knightis 

To kepe the brigge and the waye 

Oute of that Castel rightis 

That noone of hem shulde issue oute 

To feche vitayle by no waye 2280 

He charged hem to wacche wel alle abowte 

That thay for famelide myght dye 
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Thus thay kepte the place vn dayes 

Tille alle hire vitaile was ny3e spente 

The yates thai pas the streyte weyes 

Tho helde thai hem with in I shente 

Tho spake Roulande with hevy chere 

Woordes lamentable 

Whane he saughe the ladies so whi^te of lere 

Faile brede on here table 2290 

And saide Charles thoue curteys kinge 

Why forgetist thoue us so longe 

This is to me a wondir thinge 

Me thinkethe thou doiste us grete wronge 

To let us dye for faute of mete 

Closed thus in a dongeone 

To morowe wol we assaye what we kone gete 

By god that berithe the crowne 

Tho saide Floripas sires drede noghte 

For noone hoimgre that may befalle 2300 

I knowe a medycyne in my thoughte 

To comforte you withe alle 

I have a girdil in my Forcere 

Who so girde heme ther with aboute 

Hunger ner thirste shal him never sere 

Though he were vn yere withe oute 

quod Sir Gy my love so trewe 

1 blessed mote ye be 

I pray youe that ye wole us alle hit shewe 

That we may have oure saule 2310 
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She yede and set it forthe anoone 

Thai proved alle the vertue 

And diden it aboute hem everychone 

It comforted alle both moo and fewe 

As thai hade bene at a feste 

So were thay alle wele at ease 

Thus were thai refresshed bothe moost and lest 

And weren bifore in grete disese 

Lavane wondred how thai myght endure 

Withe outene vitaile so longe 2320 

He remembred him on Floripas sencture 

And of the vertue so strange 

Tho wiste he welle that throghe famyne 

Might he heme never wynne 

He cleped to him fals Mapyne 

For he coude many a fals gynne 

He coude scale Castel and Toure 

And over the walles wende 

Mapyne he saide for myne honoure 

Thou mooste have this in mynde 2330 

That hore my doghter a girdil hathe she 

Frome hounger it savyth heme alle 

That wonnen may thay never be 

That foule mote hir bifalle 

Kanstowe gete me that gyrdill by craft 

A thousande pounde thane shal I gefe the 

So that it be there not lefte 

But bringe it hithire to me 
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Thoue kanste see by nyghte as welle 

As any man doth by daye 2340 

Whan thay bene in here beddes ful stille 

Than go forth thider right in thy waye 

Thou shalt it in here Chamber fynde 

Thou maist be thereofe sure 

Sir there to I wole me bynde 

If my life may endure 

Forthe wente this fals Mapyne 

By nyght into the Toure 

God gife him evel endinge 

Even in to Floripas boure 2350 

By a Ghemney he wente inne 

Fulle stilly there he soughte it 

He it founde and girde it aboute him 

And aftyr ful dere he boghte it 

For by the light of a lampe there 

Floripas gane him aspye 

Alle a frayed oute of hir slepe for fere 

But lowde than gan she crye 

And saide a thefe is in my boure 

Robbe me he wole or sloo 2360 

Ther with come Rouland fro his toure 

To wete of hir woo 

He founde Mapyne bysyde hir bedde 

Stondinge amased for drede 

To the wyndowe he him ladde 

And there he smote of his hedde 
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And caste him oute in to the see 

Of the gyrdille was he not ware 

But whane he wist the girdel hade he 

Tho hadde he sorowe and care 2370 

Floripe to the Cheste wente 

And aspyed hire gyrdel was goone 

Alas she saide alle is it shente 

Sir what have ye done 

He hath my girdel a boute hyme 

Alas that harde while 

A rebelle hounde dothe ofte grete tene 

Nowe be we alle begilede 

Tho spake Roulande withe chere boolde 

Dameselle beythe noughte aferde 2380 

If any vitaile be aboute this hoolde 

We wole hem wynne withe dinte of swerde 

To morowe wole wee oute goone 

And assaye howe it wole be 

I make a vowe to god alone 

Assaile hem wole we 

And if thay have any mete 

Parte withe heme wole we 

Or elles strokes thay shal gete 

By God and seynte Mary myne avoure 2390 

In the morne er the larke songe 

Thai ordeynede hem to ride 

To the Saresyns that hade so longe 

Leyen heme besyde 
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Duke Neymes and Ogere 

Were ordeynede to kepe the place 

The x othir of the xn peres 

Wente oute to assaye here grace 

Thay foundene hem in logges slepynge 

Of hem hade thay no thought 2400 

Thai slowene downe that came to honde 

Mahounde availed hem noghte 

In shorte tyme the ende was made 

Thay ten slough in hundred there 

Tho founde thai vitaile thay were glad 

As moche as thay myghte home bere 

Duke Neymes and Ogere that kept the toure 

Say hem withe here praye 

Thai thanked god hye of honoure 

That thai spedde so that day 24 10 

Thay avaled the brigge and lete hem yn 

Floripe and here maydyns were gladde 

And so were thay that were withe yn 

For alle grete hounger thay hadde 

Thai etene and dronken light Inowe 

And made myrthe ever amonge 

But of the Sowdone Lavane speke we nowe 

How of sorowe was his songe 

Whan tidyngges came to him 
That his mene were slayne 2420 

And howe thai hade stuffed heme also 
With vitaile in agayne 
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For sorowe he woxe nere wode 

He cleped Brenlande * and Sortybraunce 

And tolde heme withe angry mode 

Of his harde myschaunce 

Remedye ordeyne me 

Ye be chief of my counsaile 

That* I of hem may vengede be 

It shalle you bouth availe 2430 

ye goddes ye faile at nede 
That I have honoured so longe 

1 shalle youe brene so mete I spede 
In a fayre fyre ful stronge 

Shalle I never more on youe bileve 

But renaye youe playnly alle 

Ye shall be brente this day er eve 

That foule mote youe befalle 

The fire was made the goddes were broght 

To have be caste there inne 2440 

Tho alle his counsaile him by sought 

He shulde of that erroure Wynne 

And saide Sir what wole ye done 

Wole ye your goddis for sake 

Vengeaunce shalle thane on youe come 

With sorowe woo and wrake 

Ye moste make ofilynge for youre offence 

For drede of grete vengeaunce 

With oyle mylke and ffrankenecense 

By youre prestis ordynaunce 2450 

* Sic, Breulande ? 
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Tho he dide bere hem in ayene 

And to hem made dewe offerynge 

The prestis assoyled him of that synne 

Ful lowly for him prayinge 

Tho he cleped his counselers 

Brulande and Sortybraunce 

Axynge ho we he myght destroy e the xn peres 

That Mahounde gife hem myschaunce 

Thay cowde no more ther one 

But late saile ayene the toure 2460 

With xx u thousande thai gane goone 

And bigonne a newe shoure 

To breke downe the Walles 

With mattokes and withe pike 

Tille mi hundred of hem alle 

Lay slayne in the dike 

So stronge was the cast of stoone 

The Saresyns drewe heme abakke 

Tille it was at hye none 

Tho gonne thay ayene to shake 2470 

Tho fayled hem cast that were with inne 

Tho cowde thai no rede 

For stoone was ther noone to wynne 

Tho were thay in grete drede 

Than saide Florip beithe not dismayde 

Ye shalle be holpe anoone 

Here is sylver vessel and now she sayde 

That shulle ye prove goode woone 

N 
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She set it forth thay caste oute faste 

Alle that came to honde 2480 

Off sylver and goolde vessel thay made waste 

That wast downe uppone the sonde 

Whane thai saughe that roiall sight 

Thai leften alle here dede 

And for the tresoure thay do fight 

Who so myghte it awey lede 

Tho the Sowdone wexe nere wode 

Seinge this tresoure thus dispoyled 

That was to him so dere and goode 

Laye in the dike thus defouled 2490 

He bade that thai shulde leve 

And turne heme agayne in haste 

He wente home tille his tente than 

With grete sorowe and mournynge mode 

To fore his goddis whane he came 

He cryed as he were wode 

fids goddis that ye bethe 

1 have trustid to longe youre mode 
We were levere to suffire dede 

Thane lif this life here lenger nowe 2500 

I have almoste loste the brethe 

xii fals traytours me overe lede 

And stroyen alle that I have 

Ye fals goddis the devel youe spede 

Ye make me nowe for to rave 

Ye do fayle me at my nede 
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In ire he smote Mahounde 

That was of goolde fulle rede 

That he fille downe to the grounde 

As he hade bene dede 2510 

AUe here bisshopes crydene oute 

And saide Mahounde thyne ore 

And downe to the erthe wele lowe thay loute 

Howlynge and wepynge sore 

And saide Sire Sowdone what have ye done 

Vengeaunce shalle on the falle 

But thoue repente the here anone 

Ye quod he I shrewe youe alle 

Thai made a fyre of frankeencense 

And blewene homes of bras 2520 

And casten in milke hony for the offence 

, To fore Mahoundes face 

i 

Thay counsailed Lavan to knele a downe 

And aske forgevenes in that place 

And so he didde and hade pardone 

Throgh prayere and specialle grace 

Then this was done thane sayde Roulande 

To his Felowes xi 

Here may we not longe holde londe 

By God that is in hevene 2530 

Therefore sende we to Charles the kinge 

That he wolde reskowe us sone 

And certyfye him of oure strayjte beinge 

If ye thinke it be to done 
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Richard of Normandye ye most goone 

I holde you both wyse and hende 

And we shalle tomorowe as stfl as stoone 

The Saresyns a wake er ye wynde 

And while we be mooste bysy in oure werke 

And medel withe hem alle in fere 2540 

Stele ye a waye in the derke 

And spede you faste ye were there 

On the morowe aftire the daye 

Thay were armede ftd ryghte 

Thai rode forthe stilly in here way 

God governe hem mooste of myght 

Floripe and here maydyns kept the toure 

And woonde up the brigges on hye 

And prayde god to kepe here paramoure 

The Duke of Burgoyne Sir 6ye 2550 

She preyde to Rouland er he wente 

To take goode hede of hime 

That he were neyther take nere shente 

As he wolde her love wynne 

On thay set with herte stronge 

And alle heme sore afrayed 

Richard the whiles away he wronge 

Thile thai were alle dismayede 

Towarde the Mountrible he hyed him faste 

To passe if that he myghte 2560 

Thedir he came at the laste 

God kepe him for his moche myght 
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His xn felowes besyed heme soo 

That many of heme thay sloughe 

Gye slowe the kinge of Babyloyne tho 

The Babyloynes of his hors him drowe 

And with force him drowe there 

And bounde his hondes fill fast 

A newe game thai gane him lere 

For in depe prisone thay him caste 2570 

But Lavane wolde him first se 

To wete what he was i 

Telle me thy name nowe quod he 

Thy songe shalle be alas 

Sire he saide my name is Gye 

I wole it never forsake 

It were to me grete vilanye 

Ane othir name to take 

O fals traytour quod Lavane 

My doghtir that stronge hore 2580 

Hath me for sake and the hath tane 

Thoue shalte be honged therfore 

Roulande made grete moone 

It wolde noone other be 

Homwarde thai gane goone 

in C Saresyns ther saye he 

That kepte the pace at the brigge ende 

Armed wel in goode araye 

That thai sholde not in wende 

But be take or slayne that daye 2590 
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Roulande to his felowes saide 

Beth alle of right gode chere 

And we shal make hem alle afrayde 

Ere we go to oure soupere 

There byganne a bykeringe bolde 

Of x Bachelers that tyde 

Agayne in C mene I tolde 

That durste righte wel a byde 

Tho was Durnedale set a werke 

xl of hethen he sloughe 2600 

He spared nethere lewde ner Gierke 

And Floripas there of loughe 

The shotte the caste was so stronge 

Syr Bryer was slayne there 

With dartes Gauylokes and speres longe 

xx u on hym there were 

Roulande was woo and Olyvere 

Thay sloughene alle that thai mette 

Tho fledde the Turkes alle for fere 

Thay durste no lenger lette 2610 

And saide thai were no men 

But develis abrokene oute of helle 

in hundred of us agayne hem tene 

Oure lorde Mahounde hem qwelle 

xl of us here be ascaped 

And hardde we be bistadde 

Who so wole of heme more be iaped 

I holde him worsse than madde 
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Tho Roulande and Olyvere 

Madene grete woo and sorowe 2620 

And tokene the corps of Sir Bryere 

And beryed it on the morowe 

Floripe asked Roulande anoone 

Where is my love Sir Gye 

Damesel he saide he is goone 

And therfore woo am I 

Alas she saide than am I dede 

Nowe Gye my lorde is slayne 

Shall I never more ete brede 

Tille that I may se hime agayne 2630 

Be stille quod Roulande and have no care 

We shal hyme have fill wele 

Tomorowe wele we thiderward fare 

With spere and shelde of stele 

But we bringe him to this Toure 

Leeve me elles no more 

With victorye and grete honoure 

Or thay shalle abye it ful sore 

On the morowe whan tha daye was clere 

Lavan ordeynede Gye honged to be 2640 

He cleped forth Sir Tampere 

And badde him do make a Galowe tre 

And set it evene by fore the toure 

That thilke hore may him see 

For by lord Mahounde of honoure 

This traitour there shalle honged be 
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Take withe the in hundred knightes 

Of Ethiopia Indens and Ascopartes 

That bene boolde and hardy to fight 

With Wifles Fauchons Gamylokes and Dartes 2650 

Leste that lurdeynes come skulkynge oute 

For ever thay have been shrewes 

Loke eche of heme have suche a cloute 

That thay never ete moo Sewes 

Forth thay wente with Sir Gye 

That bounde was as a thefe faste 

Tille thay come the towre ful nye 

Thai rered the Galowes in haste 

Roulande perceyved here doynge 

And saide felows let armes 2660 

I am ful gladde of here comynge 

Hem shall not helpe her charmes 

Oute thai riden a wele gode spede 

Thai ix towarde hem alle 

Florip withe here maydyns toke gode hede 

Biholdinge over the toure walle 

Thai met first withe Sir Tampere 

God gife him evelle fyne 

Such a stroke lente hym Olyvere 

He clefe him downe to the shyne 2670 

Rouland bare the kinge of Ynde 

Ther with his spere frome his stede 

mi fote it passed his bak byhynde 

His herte blode there didde he blede 
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He caught the stede he was ful goode 
And the swerde that the kinge hadde 
And rode to Gye there he stode 
And onbounde hyme and bade him be gladde 
And girde him withe that goode swerde 
And lepen uppone here stedes 2680 

Be thou he saide righte noughte a ferde 
But helpe us wightly at this nede 
An hundred of hem sone thay slowe 
Of the beste of heme alle 
The remenaunte a way fast thay flowe 
That foule motte hem byfalle 
Rouland and his felowes were glad 
That Gye was safe in dede 
Thay thanked god that thay him hadde 
Gyfen thaye suche grace to spede 2690 

As thay wente towarde the Toure 
A litdl bysyde the hye waye 
Thai saugh comynge with grete vigoure 
An hundred uppone alaye 
Costroye ther was the Admyralle 
With vitaile grete plente 
And the stondarte of the Sowdone Roial 
Towarde Mauntrible ridene he 
mi Chariotes I charged withe flessh and brede 
And two othire with wyne 2700 

Of divers colouris yolowe white and rede 
And mi Somers of spicery fyne 

o 
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Tho saide Roulande to Olyvere 

With these meyne moste we shifte 

To have parte of here vitailes here 

For therof us nedith by my thrifte 

Howe sires he saide god you see 

We pray youe for youre curtesye 

Parte of your Vitaile graunte me 

For we may nother borowe ner bye 27 10 

Tho spake Cosdroye that Admyral 

Ye gete none here for noghte 

Yf ye oght chalenge in specialle 

It most be dere I boght 

O gentil knightes quod Olyvere 

He is no felowe that wole have alle 

Go forthe quod the stondart thoue getist noon here 

Thy parte shalle be fulle smalle 

Forsoth quod Roulande and shift we wole 

Gete the better who gete maye 2720 

To parte with the nedy it is gode skille 

And so shalle ye by my faye 

He rode to the Admyral withe his swerde 

And gafe him suche a cloute 

No wonder thoghe he were aferde 

Both his ejrjene braste oute 

Olyvere met withe the proude stondarde 

He smote him throughe the herte 

That hade he for his rewarde 

That wounde gan sore smerte 2730 
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Thai were slayne that wolde fight 

Er durste bikure abyde 

Thai forsoke her parte anoone righte 

It lefte alle on that one side 

Forth thai drewene that vitaile 

Streight in to the Toure 

There was no mane durst hem assayle 

For drede of here vigoure 

Floripe hem resceyved with honoure 

And thanked Roulande fele sythe 2740 

That she saughe Gye hir Paramoure 

That wolde she him qwite and kithe 

Thai etene and dronken and made hem gladde 

Hem neded ther aftyr fulle sore 

Of suche as god hem sente hade 

I nowe for mi moonthes and more 

Florip saide to Roulande than 

Ye moste chese you a love 

Of alle my maydyns white as swane 

Quod Rouland that were myscheve 2750 

Oure lay wole not that we with youe dele 

Tille that ye Cristyne be made 

Ner of your play we wole not fele 

For than were we cursed in dede 

Nowe shall ye here of Lavane 
Whan tidyngges to him were comene 
Tho was he a fulle sory mane 
Whan he herde howe his vitaile were nomene 
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And howe his men were slayne 

And Gye was go safe heme froo 2760 

He defyed Mahounde and Apolyne 

Jubiter Ascarot and Alcarone also 

He commaundede a fire to be dighte 

With picche and Brymstone to brene 

He made a vowe with alle his myghte 

Thai shal be caste ther inne 

The Prestes of here lawe ther one 

Thai cridene oute for drede 

And saide alas what wole ye done 

The worse than moste ye spede 2770 

The Sowdone made a grete othe 

And swore by his hye trone 

That though hem were never so lothe 

Thai sholde be brente ichone 

Tho came the Bisshope Cramadas 

And kneled bifore the Sowdone 

And charged him by the hye name Sathanas 

To saven his goddes ychone 

For if ye brenne youre goddes here 

Ye wynnyne her malison 278O 

Than wole no man do youe chere 

In feelde Cite nere in towne 

The Sowdone was astonyed than 

And gan him sore repente 

Of the foly that he bygane 

And els hade he be shente 
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A thousande of Besauntes he offred thaym to 

By counsail of Sir Cramadas 

To please withe his goddys tho 

For fere of harde grace 2790 

The Sowdone commaunded every daye 

To assaile the toure withe caste 

But thay with in gafe not an eye 

For thai wroghte in wast 

No we speke we of Richarde of Normandy 
That on message was sente 
Howe he spede and his meyne 
Whan he to Mauntrible wente 
He founde the brigge Ichayned sore 
xxiiii* 1 were overe drawene 2800 

Alagolofure stode there byfore 
That many a man hade slawene 
Whan Richard saughe ther was no gate 
But by flagot the flode 
His message wolde he not lete 
His hors was bothe bigge and goode 
He kneled bisechinge god of his grace 
To save him fro myschiefe 
A white hende he saughe anoone in y* place 
That swame overe the cliffe 2810 

He blessed him in godis name 
And folowed the same waye 
The gentil hende that was so tame 
That one that othir side gan playe 
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He thanked god fele sythe 

That him hade sende comforte 

He hied him in his message swithe 

To speke withe Charles his lorde 

But I shalle youe telle of a traytoure 

That his name was called Genelyne 2820 

He counselled Charles for his honoure 

To turne homewarde ageyne 

He saide the xn peres bene alle dede 

And ye spende your goode in vayne 

And therfore dothe nowe by my rede 

Ye shalle see hem no more certeyne 

The kinge bileved that he saide 

And homwarde gan he fare 

He of his xn Dosiperes was sore dismayed 

His herte woxe right fulle of care 2830 

Rycharde of Normandy came prikande 

And hertly to ride begane 

Kinge Charles aspyed him comande 

He commaunded to abide every mane 

What tidingges quod the Kinge to Richarde 

Howe fare my felowes alle 

My lorde he saide god wote fill harde 

For thai be byseged with in ston walle 

Abydynge youre helpe and youre socoure 

As men that have grete nede 2840 

For Jeshues love kinge of honoure 

Thiderward ye youe spede 
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Genelyne quod the kinge 
Nowe knowe I thy tresone 

1 shalle the qwite be seynte Fremounde 
Whane this viage is done 

The kinge turned him ageyne 

And alle his Ooste him withe 

Towarde Mountrible certeyne 

And graunte him gree and grith 2850 

Richarde him tolde of that place 

Howe stronge it was I holde 

With a Geaunte foule of face 

The brigge hath chayned many folde 

The River was both depe and brode 

Ther myght no mane over ryde 

The last tyme that I over rode 

By myracle I passed that tide 

Therfore sir I shal youe telle 

Howe ye mote governe youe here 2860 

In yonde wode ye moste dwelle 

Prively in this manere 

And xn of us shalle us arave 

In gyse of stronge marchauntes 

And fille oure somers withe fog and haye 

To passe the brigge Currauntes 

We shalle be armed under the Cote 

With goode swerdes wele I gyrde 

We moste paye tribute wele I wote 

And elles over we may not sterte 2870 
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But whane the chaynes be lete downe 

Over ther for to passe 

Than wole I that ye come one 

In haste to that same place 

Whane I see tyme for to come 

Thane shalle I my home blowe 

Loke ye be redy alle and some 

For that shalle ye welle knowe 

Forth thay wente in that araye 

To Mountrible that Cite 2880 

Alagolofure to heme gan seye 

Felawes wheder wole ye 

Richarde spake to the Geaunte 

And saide towarde the Sowdone 

With dyurs* chaffere as trewe marchaunte 

We purpose for to goone 

To shewen him of pellure and Gryse 

Orfrays of Perse Imperyalle 

We wole the yefe tribute of assaye 

To passe by lycence in especyalle 2890 

Licence gete ye noone of me 

I am charged that noone shalle passe 

For x lurdeyns of Fraunce were here 

God yefe hem evell grace 

Thay passed this way to Egramoure 

Thay have done the Sowdone grete tene 

Thay have wonne his toure and his tresoure 

And yet holde thai it I wene 

* Sic, dyvers ? 
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Wherfore felawes I arest youe alle 

Tifle I knowe what that ye bene 2900 

Sire Focarde brayde oute his swerde withe alle 

Wei sore he gane to tene 

And saide fye one the Sarasyne 

For alle thy grete harde hede 

Shaltow never drinke water ner wyne 

By god thou shalte be dede 

He smote at him withe egre chere 

But he gafe thereof right nought 

Alas quod Richard thou combrest us here 

By god that me dere hathe boghte £910 

The cheynes yet were alle faste 

The Geaunte wexe nere wode 

Richard blewe his home in haste 

That was both shrille and goode 

Kinge Charles hied him anoone 

Towarde the brigge so longe 

The Geaunte faught with heme alone 

He was so harde and stronge 

With a Cloge of ane Oke he faughte 

That was wele bounde with stele 2920 

He slough al that evere he raughte 

So stronge was his dinte to dele 

Richard raught him withe a barre of bras 

That he caught at the gate 

He brake his legges he cryed alas 

And felle alle cheke mate 
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Loude thane gane he to yelle 

Thay herde him yelle throughe that Cite 

like the grete develle of helle 

And saide Mahounde nowe helpe me 2930 

mi men him caught there 

So hevy he was and longe 

And cast him over in to the rivere 

Chese he whither he wolde swymme or gonge 

Anoone thay brast the Chaynes alle 

That over the brigge were I drawe 

The Saresyns ronnene to the walle 

Many Cristene men were there I slawe 

Than came forth Dambarroke * the bolde 

Withe a sithe large and kene 2940 

And mewe a downe as thikke as shepe in folde 

That came by forne hir by dene 

This Barroke was a Geaimesse 

And wife she was to Astragote 

She did the Cristene grete distresse 

She felled downe alle that she smote 

There durst no man hire sithe abyde 

She grenned like a develle of helle 

Kinge Charles with a quarel that tide 

Smote hir that she lowde gane yelle 2950 

Ever "f~ the frounte throughe oute the brayne 

That cursede fende fille downe dede 

Many a man hade she there slayne 

Might she never aftyr ete more brede 

* Sic, Dame Barroke ? t Sic, over ? 
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Charles entred in the firste warde 

With xv knightia and no moo 

Of hym his oste toke no garde 

He wende his oste hade entred also 

The Saiysyns ronne to the gate 

And shet it wonder faste 2960 

Charles mene come to late 

Tho was Charles sore agaste 

Bitwene two wardes he was shit 

Defende he him if he cane 

The Saiysyns with him thay mette 

Grete parel was he in thane 

Tho Genelyne saie the kinge was inne 

And the yates faste I stoke 

Ther myght no mane to him Wynne 

So was he faste withe inne I loke 2970 

To his frendes he gan speke 

And saide the kinge is dede 

And alle xn peres eke 

On peyne saide he to lese myn hede 

Let us hye to Fraunce warde 

For I wele be crownede kinge 

I shafle youe alle wele rewarde 

For I wole spare for no thinge 

Anoone thay assented to Genelyne 

Thay saugh ther was no better rede 2980 

The Frenssh mene drewe heme al ayene 

Thay wende the kinge hade bene dedde 
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Tho Ferumbras with his meyne thane 

Came for to seke the kinge 

And saugh hem turne every mane 

Him thought it was a wondir thinge 

Where is the kinge quod Ferumbras 

Quod Genelyne with in the walle 

Shaltowe nevere more seene his face 

God gyf the ane yvel falle 2990 

Turne agayne thoue traytoure 

And helpe to reskowe thy lorde 

And ye sires alle for youre honoure 

Thay turned agayne with that worde 

Ferumbras with axe in honde 

Myghtyly brake up the gate 

Ther myght laste him noone yrone bonde 

He hade nere honde I come to late 

The kinge hadde fought so longe withe ynne 

That onnethe myght he no more 3000 

Many ther were aboutene him 

His mene were wounded ful sore 

Ferumbras came with gode spede 

He made the Sarasyns to fle 

He reskowed the kinge at his nede 

xl Sarasyns sone killed he 

Thai ronnen a weye by every side 

Thai durste nowhere rowte 

In shorte tyme was failed her pride 

Thay caught many a sore cloute 3010 
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That Cite was wonne that same daye 

And every toure ther ynne 

Of Mauntreble that was so gaye 

For alle here soubtile gynne 

Fulle of tresoure and richesse 

Of silver and goolde and perre 

And clothes of goolde wroght of Saresynes 

Of riche aray and roialte 

Richarde Duke of Normandy 

Founde n children of .vn. monthes oolde 3020 

xiiii fote longe were thay 

Thay were Barrakes sonnes so boolde 

Bygote thay were of Astragot 

Grete joye the Kinge of hem hade 

Hethene thay were bothe wele I wote 

Therfore heme to be cristenede he bade 

He called that one of hem Roulande 

And that other he cleped Olyvere 

For thai shalle be myghty men of honde 

To kepene hem he was fulle chere 3030 

Thay myght not leve her Dam was dede 

Thay coude not kepe hem forthe 

Thai wolde neyther ete butter nere brede 

Ner no mene was to hem worthe 

Here Dammes mylke thay lakked there 

Thay deyden for defaute of here dam 

Kinge Charles made hevy chere 

And a sory mane was than 
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The kinge.lete ordeyne anoone 

The Cite to be governed 3040 

Of the worthyest of heme ychone 

That weren of werre best lerned 

Duke Richarde of Normandy 

He was made chief governoure 

And ii C with him in hys company 

To kepe the brigge and the toure 

Forthe he rode to Lavane thane 

With his Ooste and Sire Ferumbras 

A spye to the Sowdone fast ran 

And tolde him al that cas 3050 

How Charles was come with his ost 

And Mountrible hade he wonne 

Alagolofur slayne is for alle his bost 

This game was evel begone 

Whane Lavan herde of his comynge 

Him thought his herte gan breke 

Shalle I never be withoute moornynge 

Tille I of him be wreke 

He commaunded to blowe his Claryons 

To assemble alle his Ooste 3060 

His counsaile to him he lete calle 

And tolde how kinge Charles was in that coost 

Hadde wonne Mountrible and slayne his men 

And dishirythe to disheryte me 

And proudely manessith me to fleene 

Or drive me oute of this contre 
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Me mervaylythe moch of his pride 

By Mahounde moost of myghte 

Ye and my sone withe him doth ride 

To the develle I hem bedighte 30?0 

But I be venget of hem bothe 

And honge heme on a tree 

To myghty Mahounde I make myne othe 

Shalle I never joyfulle be 

Therfore I charge youe in alle wyse 

That thay be taken or slayne 

Thane shalle I pynne heme at my gyse 

And done hem alle qwike be flayne 

On the morowe whan it was day 

Kinge Charles was in the felde 3080 

Byfore Agremoure in riche aray 

On stede withe spere and sheelde 

Floripe lay on the toure one hye 

And knewe the baner of Fraunce 

To Roulande she gan faste crye 

Tidynges of goode chaunce 

Kinge Charles is comen and Ferumbras 

Here baners bothe I do see 

With alle her Oste yondere in that place 

Welcome to us thay alle be 3090 

Roulande and Olyvere 

Arayed hem for to ride 

And here felawes alle in fere 

To Charles thay gone that tyde 
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La van come forth with his mayne 

Saresyns that were ful felle 

Turkes Indens and Arabye 

Ye and of the Ethiopes like the develes of helle 

There were strong wardes sette 

By ordynaunce of dyvers batayle 3100 

Whan thay to geder were met 

Eythir othir sore gane assayle 

Ther were Saresyns alto hewe 

Rouland sloughe many one 

Thay lay so thikke dede on rewe 

That onnethe myghte men ride or goone 

Kinge Charles met with Lavane 

And bare him downe of his stede 

He lighted downe and ceased him thane 

He thought to qwite him his mede 3110 

He brayde oute Mownejoye wythe gode wille 

And wolde have smeten of his hede 

Ferumbras prayde him to abyde stille 

To crystene him er he were dede 

The Saresyns saughe Lavan take 

Thay fleddene away fulle faste 

Lenger durste thay no maistryes make 

Thai were so sore agaste 

The Cristene hem chased to and fro 

As a grehounde doth the hare 3120 

.iii.C. ascaped with moche woo 

To Belmore gan thay fare 
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Kinge Charles ladde Lavane 

In to Agremoure Cite 

And whane that he ther came 

A ful sory man was he 

His doghter welcomed him 

With right gode chere * 

He loked on hir al grymme 

As he wode wroth were 3130 

And saide fye on the stronge hore 

Mahounde confounde the 

Charles saide here of no more 

But let us nowe meiy be 

Sir she saide thanne 

Welcome ye be into this toure 

Here I presente to you as I can 

Relikes of grete honoure 

That were at Rome I wonnene 

And broght into this halle 3140 

That game was evel bygonnene 

It sithen rewed us alle 

Kinge Charles kneled adowne 

To kisse the Relikes so goode 

And badde there ane orysone 

To that lorde that deyde one rode 

And thanked Floripe withe al his herte 

That she hade saved his meyne 

And holpe hem oute of peynes smerte 

And kepte the Relekes so fre 3150 

* These two lines are written as one in the MS. 

Q 
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Kinge Charles did calle bisshope Turpyne 

And bade him ordeyne a grete fat 

To baptyse the Sowdone yne 

And loke what he shalle hat 

Unarme him faste and bringe him nere 

I shal his godfader be 

Fille it fulle of watere clere 

For Baptysed shalle he be 

Make him naked as a Childe 

He most plunge ther inne 3160 

For now most he be meke and mylde 

And I wassh awaye his synae 

Turpyn toke him by the honde 

And ladde him to the fonte 

He smote the bisshope withe a bronde 

And gaf him an evel bronte 

He spitted in the water clere 

And cryed oute on hem alle 

And defied alle that cristene were 

That foule mote him by falle 31 70 

Ye and thoue hore serpentyne 

And that fals cursed Ferumbras 

Mahounde gife hem bothe evel endynge 

And almyghty Sathanas 

By you came all my sorowe 

And al my tresure for lorne 

Honged be ye both er tomorowe 

In cursed tyme were ye borne 
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Ferumbras saide to the kinge 

Sir ye see it wole not be 3 ISO 

Lete him take his endynge 

For he loveth not Cristyante 

Duke Neymes quod Charles tho 

Loke that execucione be done 

Smyte of his hedde god gyfe him woo 

And goo we to mete anoone 

• 

It was done as the kinge commaunde 

His soule was fet to helle 

To daunse in that soiy lande 

With develes that were ful felle 3190 

Dame Florip was Baptysed thane 

And here maydyns alle 

And to Sire Gye I maryed 

The Barons honoured hir alle 

Alle the londe of Spayne 

Kinge Charles gyfe heme two 

To departe bitwyxt hem twayne 

Ferumbras and Gy also 

And so thay livede in joye and game 

And bretherne both thay were 3200 

In pees and werre both Isame 

There durste no mane hem dere 

Kinge Charles turned home agayne 

Towarde his contre 

He charged Sir Bryere of Bretayne 

His tresourere for to be 
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To kepe the Relikes of grete pris 

And his other tresoure 

And bringe hem safe to Parys 

There to a bide in store 3210 

He saide farewele Sir Ferumbras 

Ye and Gye my dere frende 

And thy wyf Dame Floripas 

For to Fraunce nowe wole I wende 

Be ye to geder as bretherne bothe 

No mane ye nedithe to drede 

Be ye nevere to gedere wrothe 

But eyther helpe othir at his nede 

Vysityth me whane ye have space 

In to Fraunce makithe your disporte 3220 

God wole you sende the better grace 

In age to do me comforte 

Thai toke leve of the kinge 

With ful hevy chere 

And turned agayne bothe mornynge 

With wepynge water clere 

Kinge Charles with the victorye 

Sailed to Mounpeleres 

And thanked Almyghty god in glorye 

That he hade saved his Dosiperes 3230 

And sende him of the Saresynes 

The hyer honde to have 

For alle here strenghe and here Engynes 

The Relikes of Rome to save 
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At oure lady of Paris 

He offred the Crosse so fre 

The crowne he offred at seynte Denyse 

At Boloyne the nayles thre 

Alle his Barons of him were gladd 

Thai gafe him grete presente 3240 

For he so wele hade I spedde 

Thay did him grete reverence 

The kinge hade wel in mynde 

The tresone of Genelyne 

Anoone for him he dide sende 

To yefe him an evel fyne 

Thou traitour unkynde quod the kinge 

Remembrist thoue not how ofte 

Thou hast me betrayed thou fals Genelyne 

Therfore thoue shalt be honged on lofte 3250 

Loke that the execucione be done 

That throgh Parys he be drawe 

And honged on hye on mount Fawcone 

As longeth to traytoure by lawe 

That alle men shall take hede 

What deth traytourys shalle fele 

That assente to such falshede 

Howe the wynde here bodyes shal kele 

Thus Charles conquered Lavane 

The Sowdone of Babyloyne 3260 

That riche Rome stroyed and wane 

And alle the brode londe of Spayne 
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d of his Barons 
s pride 
eligons 
that tyde 
on Charles soule 

. s also 
Peter and Poule 
God lete hem never wete of woo 
But brynge here soules to goode reste 
That were so worthy in dede 
And gyf us ioye of the beste 
That of here Gestes rede. 
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Here endithe the Romaunce of the Sowdone of 
Babyloyne and of frerumbras his sone who con- 
querede Rome And Kynge Charles of Fraunce 
withe xn Dosyperes toke the Sowdone in the feelde 
and smote of his heede. 



* A corner of the leaf torn off. 



GLOSSARY. 



Affrayned, 1495. Alarmed, affrighted. 
Alauntes, 56. Mastiffs. 

' With Alauntes, Lymmeris and Racches free.* 

" Before his char ther wenten white alauns, 
" Twenty and mo, as gret as any stere, 
" To hnnten at the leon or the dere." 

Chaucer, Canterbury Tales, 2150. 

Tyrwhitt quotes from Muratori, Antiq. Med. Mv. 
ii. p. 394 ; that the Governors of Milan are praised 
for preserving the breed of war-horses ; and because 
Canes Alanos alts stature et mirabilis fortitutidinis 
nutrire statuerunt. The Spanish Academy's Dic- 
tionary defines €€ Alano " as Perro grande y valiente, 
&c. Molossus Canis. 

Lymmeris. Blood-hound. Limier : Chien dressl 
a guetter les cerfs, selon Nicot, Tresor de la 
Langue Franpoise, Paris, 1 606. 

Racches free. Braches, merry harriers. Chien 
de chasse qui a les pieds courts ; Roquefort. 
Racha Saxonibus canam significabat, unde 

R 
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Scoti hodie rache pro cane femina habent, 
quod Anglis est brache. Ulitius on Gratius. 
Nares, sub voce brach. 

Skelton in his Magnificence, an Interlude, has, 

" Here is a leyah of ratchea to renne an hare." 

and Edgar, in King Lear, says 

" Avaunt you con ! 
" Be thy mouth or black or white, 
" Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
" Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim, 
" Hound, or spaniel, brack or tym." 

Alayb, 2694. Alley. c An hundred uppone alaye,' 
. i. e. in an elongated column, such as a narrow 
road or defile compels. 

Alaynbd, 1497. Abated, discouraged. 

All ank, 555. Apparently an error of the scribe, 
who should have written all rafe, angry, raving ; 
see line 866. 

Alto he we, 3105. Utterly cut up. Tyrwhitt 
say's al generally answers to the Latin onmino. 

Amonge, 1994. Together. 

Aras, 489. Probably the same as hurrah, which 
Archdeacon Todd says is from the Gothic, hurrah, 
to agitate, to move rapidly or violently, — or it 
may be from the French, Harau. — In Languedoc 
the Muleteer uses the word Hari, to excite his 
mules to quicken their pace. 

Araye, 1968. Order, but here sneeringly, bustle. 

Ascopartes, 2196. Mr. Ellis says he knows not 
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what nation is meant by this appellation, which 
he erroneously spells Astopards ; according to 
Donne, in his first satire, they must have been a 
people very powerful in bodily strength, but for- 
tunately not so in numbers. 

" Those Askaparts, men big enough to throw 
" Charing-cross for a bar." 

Astyte, 1455. c Thou shalte have sorowe astyte , 
i. e. cunningly devised torture. 

At one, 1 103. Of one mind, agreement. 

" If gentilmen or other of that contree 
" Were wroth she (Grisildis) wolde bringen hem at on" 

Canterbury Tales, 8313. 

Avalbd, 241 1. Lowered, let down. 
Avknte, to, 1237. To take breath. 

" The Otter vents." 

Izaak Walton. 

Avoure, 2390. Guardian, protectress. 

Aykne, 2981. Again; 'drewe heme al ayene/ 
withdrew from the mel£e, — and fell into rank. 

Bachelere, 191. Bas-chevalier ; aspirant to 
knighthood. 

Bandon, 636. c I have in my bandon,' I have at 
my disposal, in my keeping. 

" Grete loos hath Largesse, and grete prise, 
" For bothe the wise folke and unwise 
" Were wholy to her bandon brought, 
" So well with yeftis hath she wrought." 

Chaucer, Romaunt of the Rose, 1167. 
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Bastile, 395. A movable wooden tower used in 
sieges to command by its elevation the walls of 
the town. 

Richard Coeur de Lion says, as quoted by Mr. 
Ellis, Met. Rom. vol. ii. p. 219, when giving orders 
for an immediate attack on Messina, — 

" I have a castel, I understond, 

" Is made of timber of Englond, 

" With six stages full of tourelles, 

" Well flourished with cornelles ; 

" Therein I and many a knight 

" Against the French shall take the fight." 

Bawme, 1185. Balm, balsam. This famous 
balsam had its reputation encr eased, at a later 
period, by Don Quixote compounding it for his 
own and Sancho's bruises. 

Bawson, 52. Badger. Still used in Cheshire. 

Baye, 940. Sword. Baye ; coutelas, £p£e courte. 
Roquefort. Trende, may be drawn, or it may be 
an error of the scribe for trenchant, and it may be, 
either on the drawn or the cutting sword, that 
Mars has raised his throne. Baye, perhaps has 
reference to the Scymitar, the curved sword 
peculiar to the ' Mahometan. 9 

Bistadde, 2616. Saxon, situated; it is some- 
times used in an ill sense for distressed, as in the 
present case. 

Blynne, 2442. Cease. 

Bobaunce, 211. Presumption. 

Br aide, 1098. Drew. 
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Brayde, 247. A start. c He wold make bute an 
easy brayde/ seems something like a sneer from 
the lady, and may mean, an easy boast. Steevens, 
in a note on Diana's saying " Since Frenchmen 
are so braid," Airs Well That Ends Well, iv. 2., 
observes that braid signifies crafty or deceitful. 

Carribes, 118. Large ships; probably an error 
of the scribe for carrikes. 

Cast, 2471. Wherewithal to throw. 

Caytyfes, 1629. Captives. Cattivo, a captive, a 
slave. 

Ceased, 3109. Seized. 

Certayne, 570. An error of the scribe; sauns 
faile is pointed out by the rhyme, and Mr. Ellis 
has adopted that reading. 

Ch arke, 1 778. In all probability an error of the 
scribe for charge. 

Charmes, 2662. Magic, witchcraft. 

€ Hem shall not helpe her charmes ' 

i. e. their magic shall not serve them. 

Cornell, 2238. Cornell may mean an angle of 
the tower. The quotation, already made under 
B A stile, will afford some better conjecture. 

Dame, 2162. Dam, mound, mole. 
Dele, 131. Part. 

Depe, 283. An error apparently of the scribe for 
wide. 
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Dere, 517, 1389, 3201. Hurt, injure. 

Derworth, 1840. Precious. 

Devei/ye, 265. The following lines will explain 
this word, 

" For lost U all our labour and travaille, 
" And all the cost a twenty devil way 
" Is lost also which we upon it lay." 

Canterbury Tales, 16249. 

Dinge, 880. Struck forcibly. 

Dongene, 1263. Struck. Whence the common 
saying of ' going to it ding-dong.' 

Dromonde, 63. Ship — Vaisseau de guerre et de 
transport. Roquefort Supt. 

Durnedale, 875, 880. Durindale is the name of 
Roulande's renowned Sword, which, in the poems 
of Pulci and Boyardo, enjoys the more euphonous 
names of Durindana and Durlindana ; it was the 
production of enchantment and penetrated any 
armour; and was so coveted, that Gradasso, a 
mighty eastern king, to get possession of it and 
Rinaldo's horse, invaded France with one hun- 
dred and fifty thousand men. 

Engyne, 948. Contrivance, device. 

" nor did he 'scape 
" By all his engines — " 

Milton, P. L. i. 749. 

Entente, 550. Try to get, attempt. Mr. Ellis 
translates it attack. 



Erille, 368. Earl. Eoryl, Erse. 
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Faile brede, 2290. For want of food. 

Famelide, 2282. Hunger. 

Fast yare, 1720. Quickly ready. 

Fat, 3152. Vat, tub. 

Fees, 1749. Possessions, property, apparently of 
any kind. 

" Gold and silver, and other/*?." 

Havelok, 385. 

Felte yete, 1405. Still killed. Scottish. 

Fere, 241. Company. A companion. 

Flagot the flode, 2804. This seems to mean 
the torrent of the Flagot, the river near Mandrible, 
€ youre cheif Cite/ but the Romancer has appa- 
rently made the name from the word flaque ; 
grande quantity de l'eau que Ton jette tout d'un 
coup ; le bruit q'une chose fait en tombant. 

Roquefort. 

Foolde, 1427* Brought to the ground. Fold, the 
earth. 

" Quat sail befall upon fold, withine a few zerys." 

Romance of Alexander, 251. 

Or from the French, fouloir, lasser, abattre. 

" Les chevaulx a noa gens estoient fres, et lea chevaulx 
aoz Tores estoient ykfoulez" 

Joinville, MSS. fol. 94. Roquefort Supt. 

Forcere, 2303. Petit coffre, cassette. Roquefort. 

Foulis, 1995. Mr. Ellis prints this line incorrect- 
ly, *Ye ne be but foulis of gode disporte,' and 
translates foulis into fools, making King Lucafere 
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unnecessarily rude. € Ye bene but foulis of gode 
disporte ' may be read, € you are here without fowls 
of good disport/ that is, referring to hawking, ' you 
have here no good game, fit for you to play at, so 
I will teach you one.' Of course but will then be 
be out. 

Frike, 104. Bold. Isl.frek; strenuus, ferox. 

Frithe, 967. Forest. 

Gallopes, 257. An unknown people ; it is hope- 
less to attempt any explanation of the names of 
the people, cities or countries of Romance. 

Gauylokes, 1426, 2605. Javelins or darts, thrown 
either by hand or engine. 

Glede, 205. Burning coal. 

Glotone, 427. A term of reproach by no means 
confined to those addicted to gluttony. 

Gome, 144. A man. 

" Havclok was a ful god gome." 7. 

Gonge, 2934. Gange, Sax. to walk. 
Grace, 2398. Fortune, luck. 

" So full of sorowe am I, sothe to saine, 
" That certainly as now no more hard grace. 
" Maie sit on me ; for why ? there is no space." 

Chaucer, Troilus and Creseide, I. 712. 

Grame, 1741. Sorrow, evil. 

" Whether it geyne to gode or grame wot I never/ 9 

William and the Werwolf, p. 112. 

Gynne, 3014. Engines, contrivances. 
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Hat, 3154. Be named, be called. Chaucer says 

" And if there any askin me 
" Whether that it be he or she, 
" And how this boke whiche is here 
" Shal hate, which that I rede you here 
" It is The Romaunt of the Rose." 

Hem, passim. They, them, 

Hende, 2536. Handy, ready, dexterous. 

" Roberd saw that dent so hende" 

Havelok, 2628. 

The dent so hende was striking off an antagonist's 
head at a blow. 

Her, passim. Their* 

Hiedeynes, 1823. Awkward fellows, according 
to Mr. Ellis. 

Hiedeyne is our present word hoiden, which was 
originally applied to the male sex. Skinner 
derives it, as well as heathen, from the Teut. 
heyde, locus agrestis. 

Hight, 1913. Promised. 

" Whan they ben comen to the court, this knight 
" Said he had hold his day as he had hight." 

Canterbury Tales, 6606. 

I, passim for Y. 

I Struge, 533. Struggled. 

I Wone, 358. Accustomed. 

In wast, 2794. In vain. 

s 
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Japed, 2617. Tricked, laughed at 

" Thus hath he japed thee fal many a yere.' 

Canterbury Tales, 1731. 

Jo ye, 850. Mownejoye, 3111. Monjoye. The 
name of Charlemagne's sword. 

It was the battle cry of the kings of France of 
the first and second race. 

Kele, 3258. Cool. 

" Besechyng her my fervent wo to kele" 

Chaucer, Court of Love, 775. 

Kithe, 971, 1947. Kith, 2087. Shew, make mani- 
fest. 

Lasted, 409. Endured, remained whole. 
Laye, 764. Law, religious profession. 
Lere, 2289. Skin, complexion, 

" His lady is white as wales bone, 
" Here lere bryght to se upon, 
" So faire as blosme on tre." 

Isumbras, M.S. Cott. Cal. II. fol. 129.— 

quoted by Tyrwhitt. 

Ligginge, 446. Lying. 

Lithe, 1778. Limb. 

According to Mr. Tyrwhitt's note on Cant. Tales, 
14881 ; but in Havelok, 2163, it seems to be 
some particular part of the foot, for a person 
recognizing a prince, kisses his feet, 

" The tos, the nayles, and the lithe* " 

Logges, 2399. Logettes, Pr. The Saresyns, it 
would seem, were hutted. 
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Lurdeynbs, 2651. Clowns ; but frequently in an 
ill sense, — rogues. 

Lymmeris, 56, see Alauntes. 

Lystene and lithe. 973. listen and soften. 

" Sens he that wont her wo was for to litk 
" She mote forgon." 

Chaucer, Troilm and Creseide, iv. 754. 

Magnelle, 2233. " A sort of catapulta that threw 
large stones and was used to batter walls.* 

Ellis, Early English Poetry, 120. 

The French word may possibly have been tirer. 
'To throwe a magnelle' seems to mean to dis- 
charge a magnelle. 

Magre, 1442. Maugre, in spite of. 

Maistras, 1563. Governess. 

Maistryes, 3117. Mastery. Command was lost 
and of course rallying impossible. 

Man ace, 128. To threaten. 

Mapide, a, 2057. Seems an error of the scribe 
for amaside — amazed. 

Maute, 1604. In old French mautd is malice, and 
mautalant is ill will — so the passage may mean 
" then with good will she indulged her ill will and 
dealt him such a blow that his brains " &c. 

Menske, 972. Honour ; perhaps here manhood. 

" And more mensk it is manliche to deie 
" Than for to fle couwarli." 

William and the Werwolf, p. 140. 
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Natheles, 506. Nevertheless. 
Nree honde, 2998. Nearly. 

One hyb, 1092. In haste. 

" He came at his commandement on hie" 

Canterbury Tales, 2981. 

Ore, 25 1 2. Gold. ( Thyne ore ! ' even thy golden 
image ! 

Pepul, 305. Folk. 

Plight, a, 573. Plucked; metaphorically, killed. 

" By veray force at Gasa on a night, 
" Maugre the Philistins of that citee, 
" The gates of the toon he hath up plight." 

Canterbury Tales, 14053. 

Poleyne, 176. Can this be an error of the 
scribe ? and can it have reference to poldron, the 
armour covering the shoulders (les epaules.) 

" Our sheldes be not broke no thinge 
Hawberke spere, nor poldron nor pole," 

nor poldron nor pole-axe. 

Prowe, 1766. Profit, advantage. 

" Man han ful often more for harm than prow." 

Canterbury Tales, 12234. 

Prymsauns of grene verb, 965. The earliest 
days of the green spring. 

Pynne, 3077. Torture, torment. 

" To worche this man so mochil woe, 
" Or pinin him so angirlie." 

Chaucer, Ramaunt of the Rose, 3510. 
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Qwere, 566. Choir, quire. 
Qwite, 520. To requite, pay off. 

Racchis, 56. See Alauntes. 
Rafe, 866. Rave, to be mad. 

Ran done, 201. Courage. Randon, force, cour- 
age, vitesse, &c. Roquefort. 

Ras, 1349* Shave, (glancing stroke) from raser 
Fr. 

Rase, 774. Current (in the sea) — the word is yet 
retained in the Race of Alderney. 

Rede, 2472. Advise. No one could offer any 
counsel. 

Rees, 1693. Evening. Reis de la nuit. Roquefort. 

Reheted, 2035. Cheered ? Rehetier. Roquefort. 

Renewed, 1126. Tied. Renouer, Fr. 

Reneyed, 277. Abjured. Renier, Fr. 

Rightis, 2278. At all points. 

" An hundred knightes 
" Wei armed for the werre at alle right es." 

Canterbury Tales, 2102. 

Rowte, 3008. Rally, fall in and form troop or 
company. 

" Than rod he forth with that rowte into rome euene." 

William and the Werwolf, p. 15. 

" No route araized more beter." 

Idem, p. 154. 
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Ruly, 1624. Orderly. 

Archdeacon Todd, on the authority of Cotgrave 
and Sherwood has introduced ruly into his edition 
of Johnson. 

Ryme, 339. Cry aloud, make an outcry. Rimer, 
criallier. Roquefort* 

Saule, 2310. Hunger satisfied to repletion. 
Soil le, Pr. 

Sendelle, 129. Silk, also a sort of stuff much es- 
teemed at the time but difficult to define ; it was 
the material of which the renowned standard of 
the French Kings the Oriflamme, was made. 
Guyart, a poet of the 13th Century, thus describes 
it:— 

" L'orifl&me est une banniere, 
" Aucun poi pins forte que guimple, 
" De cendal roujoyans et simple, 
" Sans pourctraiture d'autre affaire." 

Sbwes, 2654. Dishes generally, venison. Chaucer 
in the Squier's Tale describing Cambuscan, says, 

" I wol not tellen of hir strange sewes 

" Ne of hir swannes ne hir heronsewes 

" Eke in that loud, as tellen knightes old, 

" Ther is som mete that is ful deintee hold." 10381-4. 

Sowirs, — bucks of the fourth year ; 

" And many an hart and many an hinde 
" Was both before me and behinde 
" Of fawnis, sowirs, buckis, does, 
'* Was ful the wodde, and many roes." 

The Dreme of Chaucer, 427-30. 
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Shende, 1682. Ruin, destroy. — 2553, slain. 

" Wold he nouth his soule shende" 

Havelok, 1422. 

Shente, 2286. Disgraced. 

" He that which hath no wif I hold him shent ; 
" He liveth helples and all desolat." 

Canterbury Tales, 9194-5. 

Mr. Henderson in his note on 

" How in my words soever she be shent — *' 

observes that Hamlet surely means " hurt, 
wounded or punished." 

Shifts, 2704, 2719. Divide, share. 

Shonde, 2222. Harm. 

" God shilde his corps fro shonde.'* 

Chaucer, Rime of Sire Thopas, 13836. 

Shrewe, 2518. Curse. The Shrew mouse was 
held to be so poisonous an animal, that its bite 
was considered a severe curse. 



Shrewbs, 2652. Ill tempered or curst men or 
women. Chaucer translates pesmai, in his prose 
version of Boethius, shrewes. 

Sloe, 418. To kill, to slay. 

Somers, 2702, 2866. Sumpter or pack-horses. 
Some, Fr. charge, far deau, &c. 

Space, 1522. Space of time, delay. Spaze, Fr. 
apr&s la spaze de trois hores. St. Gregoire. 
Roquefort. 

Stenyed, 825. Stunned. Estaindre ? 
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Stevene, 2258. Voice, sound. 
Stoure, 212, 329. Fight, battle. 

Tene, 1032, 1430, 2902. Grief, pain, to grieve. 

Thilb, 2558. The while. 

Tho, passim. Then. 

Thronge, 1401. Thrusts. Thringe, to thrust. 
Thrang, thrust. 

" Thrange thurze a thousand thare thikest thei were 
" Wynnes worthly over the wallis." Alexander, 1427. 

Trappe, 1802. Go; tramp? trapes? trip? 

Trende, 940. see Baye. 

Tyme, 1854. Perhaps an error of the scribe for 
prime, the first quarter of the artificial day. 

" And fast he swore that it was passid prime." 

Chaucer, Troilus and Creseide, II. 1095. 

Tyte. 181. Soon, Alexander, 693. Quickly, Wil- 
liam and the Werwolf, passim. Adroitly, Shak- 
speare. 

" Hold, sirrah, bear yon these letters tightly, 
" Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores." 

Merry Wives of Windsor. I. 3. 

Wenynge, 328. Supposing. 

Wided, 2051, Cleared, emptied. Void ; Roquefort. 

Wifles, 2650. Maces? Minshew defines a 
Whiffler to be a club or staff-bearer. 

" The Sea 
" Which like a mighty whiffler Yore the king 
" Seems to prepare his way." 

Shakspeare, Henry V. v. Chorus. 
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Wirche, 148. To work. 

" Yif Y late him Hues go 

" He micte me wirchen michel wo." 

Havelok, 509, 

Wonb, 2093. Heap. 

" Of Roses there werin grete wone : " 

Chaucer, Romaunt of the Rose. 1673. 

Woodb, 276. Mad, furious. 

Woone, 2478. Plenty. 

Wynde, 2538. Go. — the rhyme required wende. 
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